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To the Beſt of Men, 
AND 
Moſt Excellent of Princes, 


CHARLES; 


By the Grace of God, King of Great- Britain, 
France,and Ireland : Lord of the foure Seas; 
of Virginia, the vaſt Territories adjoyning, 
and diſperſed T{lands of the Weſtern Ocean; 
Ll,” zealous-Defendor of the Chriſtian 
Faith, 


| GroRGE SanDYsS, 

The humbleſt of His Servants, Preſents and 
Conſecrates theſe his Paraphraſes upon the 
Divine-Poems , To receive their Life and 
Eſtimation from His Favor, 


H E Muſe who fromyou” influence took her Birth, 
Firſt wandred through the many-Peopled Earth ; 
Next ſung the Change of Things; d:{clos'd thi unknown ; 
Then to a nobler ſhape transform'd hoy owne , 
Fetch'd from Engadat, S;ice ; from Ju y. Balme; 
And bound ber browes wi th Idumean Palme: 
Now old, bath her laft Voyage made ; and brouzht 


.T'o Royall Harbor this her ſacred Fraucht . 


who to her King bequeathes the wealth of Kings y 
And dy'ng, her. owne Epiccdium ſings. | 
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To the (ueene. 


Night-peece meſt affefts the Eye 3 
Sad Words and Notes charm powerfully * 
't he pleaſing Sorrow they impart, 
Slides ſweetly to the melting Heare. 
Since no ſincere Delight wee caſt, 
Or beſt of Dales wirh clouds erc-caſt ; 
Wifc Nature, giddy Mirth difdaines, 
And tuncs our Soules ro Mournfull Straines g 


Placc Beauty in the deepeſt Black. 

And wee are counſeIÞd to bee Gueſts, 

Rather at Deaths, chen Hymen's Feafts. 

This was that well-limn'd Faceof Woe, 

Whercof wee but a Coppy ſhow 2 = 
To you addreft, whoſe chearefull Ray _ 
Can turne the ſaddeſt Night to Day 2 

Not co infe&, or make it lefle ; 

But to fet off your O— 


Nor are wee all of Black compor'd, 


And. as in job, all Storm's diſpelI'd, 
His Evcaning farre his Morn excecll'd ; 
. Se Juda, in her wandring Race, - 
Ar length ſhall riſc to greater Grace. 
Our Vowes aſcend, that you may taſt, 
Of cheſe the only Firſt, and Lat, 


As A-hiop's, who faire colotrs lack, ; 


Our ſetting Sun ſerenely clov'd. ui 72 48 
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To the Prince, 


I'NCE none bm Princes «1B afpize 
To fing unto the Hebrew Lyre ; 

Sweet Prince, who then your felfe more fir 

To reade, what facred Princes Writ ? 

Though yet your Rofe breathe in the Bud 2 

They who partake of your high Blood, 

Grew ſoone in underſtanding old ; 

Nor ſhould their Age by Yearcs be told : 

Whoſe Soules, more ſwift then Motion, clms ; 

And check the tardy Flight of Time. | 

Farre off, I fce that dawning Gray ; 

The Enfegne of a glerious Day : 

Yet erc this guild the World, I muſt 

Refolve into negleQcs Duſt: 

If then reftored by your Breath, | 

Nat all of mce ſhall fleepe in Death, 
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T1 O 
My noble friend Mr. Sandys, upon 
his Job , Eccleſiaſtes, and the 


Lamentations, cleerly, lear- 
nedly , and Eloquently 
Paraphraſed. 


Ho would enform his Soul,or Feaſt his Senſe 
And ſ:eks or Pietie, or Eloquence ; 
What migh: with Knowledge, Verne jozn'd, inſpire 
And animate the Heat and Light of Fite ; 
He, Tho'e in Th-ſe by Thee, may find embrac*c, 
Or as a Poet, or a Paraphraft. | 
Such Rates of the Divinitie are ſhed 
Throughout theſe Works, and every Line o'rc-ſpread ; 
That by the Streamecs the Spring is clearely ſhowne, 
And the Trai {lation makes the Author knowne. 
Nor He being knowne, remaines his Sence conceal'd ; 
But ſo by thy illuſt:ious Pen reveaPd, 
Wee ſee not plainer, That which gives us Sight, 
Then wee ſee that, aſſiſted by Thy Light. 
All ſeemes tranſparent now, which ſeem'd perplext, 
Theinmoſt meaning of rhe darkeſt Text : 
Sotharthe Siwpleſt may their Soulcs aflure 
Whar Placcs meane, whoſe Comments are obſcure, 
Thy Pen next, h:virg cleer'dihy Makers will, 
Supples our Hcarrs to Love, and to fulfill , 
And moves ſach Pietie, that her Power layes 
That Envie, which thy Eloquence doth raiſe, 
Even I (no yeelaing matter) who till then 
Am chicte of Sinners, and the worſt of Men, 
(Though ic bee hard a Soules health to procure 
Unl-thk the Paticnt doc affiſt the Cure 2 ) 


Suffer 


Suttcr a Rape |y Vertuc , whil'R thy Lines 
Deſtroy my Old, and build mee new Defignes 2 
Shce by a Power, which conquers all controule, 
Doth without my conſent poſi: fie my Soule, 
Thoſe miſts are ſcatter*'d which my paſlions bred ; 
And for that ſhort time all my Vice is dead, 
Thoſe looſer Pocts whoſe. Laſcivious Pen 
Aſcribing Crim-s to gods, taught them co men, 
Who benr their moſt ingenious Induſtrie 

To honour Vice, and guild Impietic; 

Whoſe Lahours have not only not imploy'd 


Their Talents, but with them their Soules deſtroy'd; 


Though of the much rcmoy'd and diſtant rime 
Whoſe Ile enlighined Age rakes from their crime, 
Wil! no def: nce, with all thcir Arts, deviſe, 
When thou againſt them ſhalt in Judgement riſe : 
When thou a Servant, ſuch whoſe like are rare, 
Fill'd with a uſefull and a warchfull care 

Howto provide againſt thy Lord doc come, 
Wich grear advantage the intruſtcd Summe : 
And ti:y large ſtock even to his with imploy, 
Shalt ber invited co thy maſters Joy. 

The Wiſe, the Good, applaud, exult to ſee 

Tl: A ppollinarii ſfurpay'd by thee 2 

No doubt, their Workes had found in every time 
An «<qua'l glory, had they « qual'd thine ; 
How i» y expe@ thy art ſhould health aflure 

To the fick world by a delicious cure, 

Granting like thee no leech their hope deſerves, 
Who purge ſt not with Rhewbarb but preſerves. 
Whar num-rous Legions of Infernall ſprights, 
Thy ſplender dazlcs and thy mufick fright ! 


For what to us is Balme ro them is Wounds ; (founds; 
Whome Griefe ſtrikes, Feare'diftraQts, an! ſhame con 


To finde at once their Magick counter-charns?.1 , 
Their Arts diſcover'd, and their ftrength diſarna,'d : 
To ſce thy writings tempr co vertue more, 

Then they, by theirs ailifted, could before 

To Vice or Vanitic; to ſee Delighr | 

Become their Foe, which was their Sarclite 2 
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© © And thatthe chiete confounder of their State = 
Which had beene long their moſt prevailing bai 3 
To ſce their Empire ſuch a loſſe indure, | 
As the revolt even of the Epicure. 0 
The cauſe Thofe Polite-Pagan-Chriſtians who doc feare 
of Caſtal!= T,yth in her yoyce, Gcd in his word to hearez 
0's TY8%=- (For ſuch alas there are) doubring the while 
flation. To harcae riceir Phraſe , and to corrupt their ſtile; 
| Confidering th*E I>quence which flowes from henee , 
Had no excuſe, but now hare no pretence : 
Thefe, both to pens and minds DireCtion, give, 
And teach to Write as well as teach to live. 
Thoſe famous Herbs which did' pretend to man 
To give new youth ; Chymicks, who brag they can 
A Flower to Aſhes turn'd, by their Arts power 
Retutrne thoſe Athes back into a Flower; 
May gaine Belcitc, when now thy Job wee ſee, 
So Soil'd by Some, fo Purifid by Thec. | 
Such was his change, when from his Sordid Fate 
Hee re-aſcended to his wonted State. 
So ſee wee yearely a freſh Spring reſtore . 
Thoſe Beauties, Winter had deflour'd before 
So arc wee taught, the Reſurrection muſt 
Render us Fleſh, and Blood, from Dir and Duſt. 
To Jobs dejeRed Firſt, and then rais'd Minde, | 
Is SoJomon in all his Glorie joyn'd. 
Lefle ſpecious ſeem'd his Perſon when hee ſhone 
In Purple Garments, on his Golden Throne. 
This Eloquence call'd from the fartheſt South 
To learne deepe Knowledge, from his Sacred Mouth 
One weake, and Great 3 a Woman and a Queene : 
Which (his Conceptions in thy Language ſcene) 
So likely {eemes, thar this no wonder drawes, 
When with the great Efte&, wee match the Cauſe £ 
Nor had wee wondred, had the Storie told 
His Fame drew more, then all his Realmes could hold : 
For no lefles Muititudes doe I expe&t | 
| To heare (whilſt on theſe Lines their Thovghts refle& 
Feelefie= To have in this clecre Glafſe their Follics knowne = 
ſes. Nar will thoſe fewer prove, who in their owne 
| . From {| 
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From theſe thy Teares ſhall learn to waſh their Crimes; Lament a5 


And owe Sglvation to thy heavenly Rimes. 


Another. 


Uch is the Verſe thou Wrir'ſt that who reades Thine 
Can never bce content to ſuff:r Mine : 

Such is the Verſe 1 Write, that reading Mine, 

I hardlycan þbclecyc I have read Thine : 

And wonder that their Excellence once knowne, 

I nor correct, nor yet conceale mine owne. 

Yet though 1 —_ feare, then Cenſure lefle ; 

Nor apprchend a Breach, like to a Preile ; 

Thy Merits, now the ſecond time, inflame 

To ſacrifice the Remnant of my Shame. 

Not yec (as firſt) Alone, bur joyn'd with Thoſe 

Who make the leftieſt Verſe, ſceme humbleſ Proſe. 

Thus did our Maſter, to his Praiſe, defirc 

That Babes ſhould with Philoſophers conſpire 2 

And Infants their Heſanna's ſhould unite 

With the ſo Famous Areopapite. 

Perhaps my Stile too , is for Praiſe moft fir 3 : 

Thoſe ſhew their Judgement leaſt, who ſhew their wit 3 

And are ſuſpeQed, leaft their ſubtiller Aime 

Be rather to attaine, then to give Fame. 

Perhaps whilſt I my Earth doc interpoſe 

B-iwixt thy Sunne and Them, I may aid thoſe 

Who have but feeble Eyes and weaker Sight, 

To beare thy Beames, and co ſupport thy Light. 

So thy Ecclipſe, by neighbouring Darkenefie made, 

Were no injurious, bur a uſefull Shade 2 

How ere I finiſh heere, my Muſe her Daics 

Ends in cxprefling thy deſerved Praiſe : 

Whoſe fate in this ſcemes fortunately caſt, 

To have ſo juſt an ARion for her Laſt. 

And fince there are, who have been taught, that Death 

Inſpireth Prophecie, expelling Breath. 

J hope, when theſe foretell, what happie Gaines 

Pofteritie ſhalt reape from theſe thy Paines; 

Nor 


—_—_ 


Nor ye from thoſe alone, bur how thy Pen, 
Earth=l:ke, ſhall yearcly give new gifrs ro men 2 


(For hce who thus can write can never leave) 
How time in them ſhall never force a breach ; 
Bur they ſhall alwayes Live and alwaics Teach 2 
Tha: che fole likelihood which theſe prefent, 


And the ſo taught, will nat Bcleife refuſe, 
To the Jaſt Accents of a Dying muſe, 


And thou f-cſh praiſe, and wee freſh Good receive 


W:ll from the more rais'd Syules command Afﬀen: 5 


Falkland 


© Oman 


| ſter George Sandys. 
T : Sir, a Confeft intruſion bere, 
Thar I before your Labours doc appeare 2 


Or ſceke acceptance, bur the Authors tame. 


Whoſe Subje& is its Licenc-, and doth ſend + 
It to the World to bee receiv'd and read, © 


Nor let it bee imagin'd, that I looke 

O:ly with Cuſtomes eye upon your booke ; 
Or in this Service that *ewas my intent 
T*cxctuge your Perſon from your Argument. 
I ſhall profefie, much of che Love I owe 
D-th frum the roote of our ExtraQion grow. 
To which though I can little contribute; 

Yec wi.h 4 naturall joy, I muſt impute 

'To cur Tribes honour, what by you is done, 
Worthy the Title of a Prelatcs Sonne, 

And ſcarcely haye Two Brothers farther borne 
A Fathers Name, or with more Valne worne 


nan 


To my much honoured friend Ma» 


Which no loud Herald necde, that may proclaime, 


Much lefle that ſhould this happy worke commend, 


Farre as the glorious beames of Truth are ſpread. 


Their 
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Their owne, then two 0! you : who'e Pens, and feete 
Have made the diſtant Points of Heav*n to meete 2 


Hee by exa@ diſcoveries of the Weſt, Sir Edwin 
Your {| lie by painfull Travells in the Eaft. Sandys 
Some more like you would powerfully confure view of 
Thoppoſers of Prieſts marriage by the fruit. þ- Religiox 
And (finc: *eis knowne , for all their ſtrait vow'd life, #n the we=: 
They like the Sex in any ſtile but wife) flerns 


Cauſe them to change their Cloifter for that State, parts. 
Which keepes men Chaft by Vowes legittimate. 
Nor ſhame to father thcir relations, 
Or under Nephewes name diſguiſc their Sons. 
This Child of yours, borne withour ſpurious blot, 
And fairly m:dwiv*a as it was begor, 
Doth ſo much ot che Parents govdnefſe Weare, 
You may bee preud to owne ir for your Heire. 
Whoſe choice *cquits you from the Common fin 
Of fuch, who finiſh worſe then they begin. 
You men4 upon your ſclte, and your laſt ſtraine 
Does of your Firſt the ſtart in Judgement gain. 
Since, what in curious Travell was begun, 
You here conclude in a Devorion. 
Where in delightfull Raptures wee diſcry, 
As in a map, Sions Chorography : 
Lay'd out in ſo dirc& and {moorh a line, 
Mcn necde nor goe avout through Paleſtine. 
Who ſecke Chriſt here, will che ſtreight Rede preferre, 
As neerer much then by the Sepulcher. 

For not a limb growes here, but is a Path 
Which in Gods City the bleſt Centre hath, 
And doth fo fwcerly on cach paſſion ſtrike, 
The moſt phantaſtick taſte will ſomewhar like, 
To the unquict ſoule Job ſtill from hence 
Speaks in ch*'Eximple of his Patience. 
The mortiffd may heare the wiſe King Preach, 
When His repentance made him fit ro Teach : 
H:re are choic: Hymnes and Carolls for the Glad; 
And melancholy Dirges for the Sad. 
Laſt, David (as hee could this Art transferre) 


Sp.akes like khimſclfe by an in:crprecer, - 
- vUr 


Your Muſe, rekindled harh the ——_—_ Firc, 
And Tun'd the Strings of his neglecd Lyre; 
Making the Note and Dirty fo agice, 

They now become a perfe& Harmony. 

I muſt confefie, I have long wiſht to fee 

The Plalmes reduc'd to this Conformitic 3 

Grieving the Songs of Sion ſhould bee ſung 

In Phraſe net diff ring from a Barbarous Tongne. 
As if, by CuſRtome warranted, wee may 

Sing that ro God, wee would bee loth ro Say, 
Farre bee it from my purpoſe ro upbraid 

Their honeſt meaning, who firſt offer made 

That Boeke in Mexer wo compile, which you 
Hayec mended in the Ferme, and Built anew. 

And It was well, confidering the Time 

Which ſcarcely conld diſtinguiſh Verſe and Rhine. 
Bur now the Language, like the Church, hath wom 
More Lufter fince the Reformarion ; 

None can condemane the Wiſh, or Labour ſpent 
Good Martcr in Good Words to repreſent. 

Yer in this jealous Age ſome ſuch there bee 
So (without cauſe afraid of Noveltic ; 


They would by no mcanes (had they power to chooſe) | 


An Old 11] Cuſtome, for a Berner looſe. 

Mcn who a Ruftick Plainenefle fo afteR , 

They thinke God ſerved beſt by their negleR: 
Holding the Cauſe would bee Prophan'd by it, 
Were they ar Charge of Learning or of Wir. 

And therefore blunely, whas comes next, they bring 
Courſe and ill tudy'd Stuffe for Offering ; 


_ » Which, like tf'Old Tabernaclcs Covering, are 


Made up of Badgers skins and of Goats hairc, 
Bur Theſe are Paradoxes they muſt uſe 

Their Sloth and bolder Ignorance to excuſe. 
Who wauld not laugh at onc will Naked goe, 
*Cauſe in Old hangings Truth is piur'd ſo ? 
Thaugh Plainnefle be reputed Honours nots , 
They Mantles add to beautific the Cear, 

So thar a Curious (unafteRed) dre fle 

Addes much ugto the Bodies comclincfic : 


| 


f 


And | 
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And wherzeſec're the SubjeQs Beft, the Seaſe 
is bereer'd by che Speakers Eloquence. 

Bur Sir, to you I will no Trophic raife 
From otker Mens detraQtion or diſpraiſe, 
That Jewel never had inherent worth , 
Which as&'t ſuch Foyles at theſe co ſer it forth. 

If any qurarell your Attempr or Stile 

Forgive thera :their owne Folly they revile. 

| Sinee 'gainſt Themſclves their faRious Envie ſhall 
| Confefle this Worke of Yours Canonicall. 

” Nor may you feare the Pocts commen Lot, 

Read, and Commended, and then quite forgor. 

The Brazen Mines and Marble Rockes ſhall waſte , 
When your Foundation will unſhaken laſt. 

*Tis Fames beſt pay, that You your Labours ſee 

By their Immortall Subje& crowned bee, 

For ne'r was Author in Oblivion hid , 


Who Firm'd his Name on ſuch a Pyramid. 


Henry Kung 


— 


To my very much honoured Friend My. 
George Sandys , upon his Pa-- 
raphraſe on the Poeticall 
Parts of the Bible. 


Heſe pure immortall Streams,theſe holy Streymes, 
To flow in which , th'Erernall Wiſdome deignes, 
Had firſt their ſacred Spring, in Juda's Plaines. 


Borne in the Eaſt, their Soule of heavenly Race, 
{ They fiill preſerve a more then Mortall Sr | 
| Though through the Moriall Pens of Men they paſſs. 


Fo1 


For pureſt Organs ever were defigu'd 
To this high Worke, the moſt Etheriall mind 
Was touch'r, and did theſe holy Raptures find. 


You Sir, who all theſe ſeveral! Springs have knowne, 
And have fo large a Fountaine of your owne; 
Sceme Borne and Bred for what you now have done, 


Plac'd by juſt thoughts, above all Worldly care, 
Such as for Heaven it ſelfe a Roome prepare, 
Such as alreadie more then Earthly are. 


Next you have knowne (beſides all Arts) their Spring, 
The happic Eaſt and from Judea bring 
Part of that Pewer, which her Ayres you Sing, 


Laſtly, whar is abore all reach of Praiſe, 
Above reward of ally fading Bayes, 
No Mulc like yours dig ever Language Raiſe. 


Devotion, Knowledge, Numbers, from your pen 
Mixtly and ſweetely flowy whil't liſtning men 
Suſpend their Cares, inamout'd of your theme. 


They calme their thoughts , and in their Boſoms owne 
Bercer Defires, ro them perhaps unknowne 
Till by your muſick to themſelves brought home. 


Mafick , (the univerſall Language) ſweyes 
In everie minde ; the World this Power obeyes. 
And Natures ſelte is charm'd by well-tun'd layes; 


All diſproportion'd, harſh, diſorder'd Cares, 
Unequall thoughts, vaine hopes, and low Deſpaires; 
Fly the ſoft Breath of theſe harmonious Ayres. 


Here'is that Harp, whoſe Charmes uncharm'd the breft 
Of troubled Saul, and thar ur quiet Gueſt, 
With which his Paſſions travcld, diſpoſleſt. 
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Job. moves Amaz:ment, Davide moves our: Teares ; 


His Royall Sonne, a ſad Apparell weares 
Of Language, and perſwades to Pious Feares, 


The pailions of che fi; ſt riſe grear and high, 
Bur Salomon a lefle concerned eye 
C:ſting on all the World, flowes equally, 


Nor in that ardent courſe, as where hee woes - 
The ſacred Spouſe and her, chaſt love purſues, 
With brighter flames and with a higher Muſe, 


This worke had beene proportion'd to our Sight, 
Had you but knowne with ſome alliy ro Wrice, 


And not preſerv'd your Auibers firer gth and Lighr. 


But you ſo eruſh thoſe Odors, ſo dif penſe 
Thoſe rich perfumes, you make them roo intenſe 
And ſuch (Alas) as too much plcaſe our Scnſe. 


Wee fitter are for ſorrow:s, then ſuch leve ; 
Jobah falls, and by his fall goth move 
Teares from the People Mourning from above, 


Judah, in her Joſfighs Death, doth dye 
All Springs of griefe arc opened to ſupply, 
Streames to the torrent of this Elegy. 


Others breake forth in everlaſting praiſe 
Having their wiſh, and wiſhing they mighe raiſe, 
Some monument of Thanks to after dayes, 


Theſe are the PiQures, which your happy Are 
Gives us, and which ſo well you doe impart, 
As it theſe paſſions ſprung in your owne heart, 


Others trarflare, but you the Beames colleR. 
Ot your inſpired Authors, and refle& 
Thoſe heavenly Rai's with new and firong cffeR. 


Yer 


Job. 
Pſalmes., 
Eccles. 


Canticles 
2o0t printed 
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The fſour- 
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Yer humane Language only can reſtore , 
What humane Language had impair'd before, 
And when that once is done can give no more, 


Sir, 1 forbeare to adde to what is ſaid, 
Leaft to your burniſht Gold I bring my Lead, 
And with what is Immortall, mixc the Dead. 


Sidney Godolphin, 
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To my worthy Friend Maſter | 
| George Sandys. 


prefFe not ro the Quire, nor dare I greer | 
'L The holy Place with my unhallowed feete 2 
My unwatht Muſe pollutes not things Divine, 
Ner mingles her prophaner notes with thine 3 | 
Here, humbly at the Porch, ſhee liſtning ſtayes 
And with glad cares ſucks in thy Sacred Laycs. | 
So, devour Pecnitents of old were wont, 
Seme without doore, and ſome beneath the Font, 
To ſtand arid heare the Churches Licurgies, 
Yer nor aflift the ſolemne Exerciſe, 
Sufficeth her, that ſhce a Lay-place gaine, 
To trim thy Veſtments, or but beare 1hy traine 2 
Though nor in Tune, nor Wing, She reach thy Larke, 
Her Lyrick feete may dance before the Arke. 
Who knowes, but that Her wandring eyes, that rung * | 
Now hunting Glow-wormes, may adore the Suns 
A purc Flame may, ſhort by Almighty Power 
Into my breſt, rhe earthly flame devourec 2 
My Eyes, in Penitentiall dew may ſtce | bk 
That bryne, which they for ſcaſuall love did wtepe ©. | 
So (though *gainſt Natures courſe) fire may be quench | 
With firc, and water bec with water drenchr, | 
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Perhaps, my reſtlcflc Soule tyi'd with purſuir 

Of mortall beautie, weking wichout fruic 
Comentment there; which bath not, when enjoy 'd; 
Quenche all her mirſt, nor farist'd though cloy'd; 
Weary of ker vaine ſearch below, above 

In the firſt Faire may find tt.*.mmor all Love, 


'Prompeed by thy Example then, no more 


In moules of Clay will I my God adore ; 

Bur tcare thoſe Idols trom my Heart, and Write 

What his bleſt -Sp*: ir, nor toad Love, (hall cadites 
Then, I no more ſhall courr the Veridant Bay, 

Bur the dry leaveletle Trunke on Golgotha : 

And rather ſtrive to gaine from thence one Throne, 
Then all the flourithing Wreathes by Laurzaics worne. 


T ho. ( arew. 
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To my worthy Kinſman Mir, 
George Sandys on his excel- 
lent Paraphraſc up- 
on Job. 


Ou reach us a new Pleaſure, and have fo 
Penn'd the ſad Story, wee delight in Woe. 
Teates have their Muſicke too ; this monrutull Drefl3; 
Doth fo become Job's ſorrows, an;j cxpetis 
Affiiftion in ſo ſweer a grce, that wee 
F:nd ſomething ro bee lov'd in Miſery. 
Here Griecfe is witty, that the Reader might 
Not ſuffer, ia the patience you write. 
 Letothers wanton ic, while L admire 
Thy warmth, which doth proczcde from huly Fire. 
[1s Guilr, not Poetry, to bee like thoſe 
Waoſe wit in Vetle, is downe-right Sin in Proſe * 
&a P. p. 37- Waoſe 
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Whe.c S.wudis acc Pioph..ne..clc, as 1 then 
They wcre good Pocts only, when bad Men. 

Bur th. ſe are purer Flames, nor ſhall thy Hear . 
Becauſe "cis gond, bee therefore thought not Great. 
How vainly doe they crre, who think ir fic 

A ſacred SubjeR ſhould bee void of Wit? 

I boluly dare affirme, Hee never meant 

Wee ſhould bee Dull, whobids, Bee Innocenr, 
*T'is no excuſe, when you your charme rehearſe 

So ſweetly, not to heare, bccaule *tis Verſe. 
Religion is a Matron, whoſe grave Face 

From Decent Veftures doth receive more Grace, 
In holy duties fondly wee affeR 

A miſ-becomming Rudeneff:, and ſuſpe& 

Cleane Offerings ; wee vhinke God likes the Heare 
Where le:ſt appeares of th'Ulnderſtanding parc. 

As if Gods Mcſl-ngers did but deJuce, 

U 1lefle what they deliver us, bee rude. 

Choicc Language is the clothing of your Mind ; 
Your matter (like thoſe Saints which are inſhrin'd 
In Gold, or like to Beauty, when the Lawne 
VVith roſie cheeks bepurpled ore, is drawne 

To boaft the ſovelineſle, it ſeemes to hide, 

And thew more cunningly the bluſhing Bride.) 
Hath hence a greater luſtre ; they not love 

The Body lefle, who doe the Clothes approve. 

So wee upon this Jewell doe not ſer 


Leſle price, becauſe weo praiſe the Cabinet. 


Dudley Digger. 
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<M 'y honoured Kinſman 


My. George Sandys, on his 
eAdmirable Paraphraſes. 


H Y com'ſt thou thus atrended to the Prefſ.; 
Thouwanr'ſt no Suftrages,the Subje&,kfle; 

At firſt, in confidence of thy full Worth, 

Single, unknowne, Thou didſt adventure forth; 

Thy living Works fince oft have paſt the Teſt, 

And every laſt (to wonder) prov'd the beſt. 

Thy Proſe and Vetſe each other Amulate, 

From Rivals free, at tome their Right debate : 

Divide the Judgement, whether moſt Vadmire 

Roabes louſcly flowing, or fine ſhap*c Attire 

Not arc to be blam'd, {or having paſt 

Pernaffis hill, and come to Ston laſt. 

The Schooles from Comments on the Stagyrite, 

To heayen!y Speculations rais'd their Flights 

The Progreik fit, thought of Philoſophy, 

*Tis juſtly fear'd, they tooke roo dcepe a Dye. 

God chiefely warm'd their Breaſts with ſacred Heat, 
Who were in other Knowledges compleat; 

though all alike to him, bur that he meanr 

To give ſome honour to the Inſtrumens. 

He who in other Strucures merits praiſe, 

May without diffidence a Temple raiſe. 

And ſure, Bezalecll-like, Heay'n did inſtil, 

For this intended Frame, that Matchlefle Skill; 

Till then thy reftlefle Mind mov'd Circular, 

Like the rouch'c Needle, till ir find the Starre. 

Well did'ſt thou from the Eaſt the entrance make 
From whence the light of Poetry firſt brake, 
LE: B 2 The 


The hand unknowne , that God this Piece might owr.e, . 
(Like the two Tables) for his Worke alone. 
The Marke of his immediate Worke it beares, 
Even at the Spring a boundletlc Sea appeares. 
For what his Hands, without a ſecond, make, 
Ar once their Being and Perfection rake. 
His firſt Day Adam a full Man beheld ; 
And Cans's Water choiceft Wine exccld. 
This firſt of Authors, firſt of Poets, flew 
So ligh a Picch, as almoſt our of View. 
And this was not of Jobs rewards the leſt, 
That liis rare Story ſuch a Pen expreſt. 
What high expreflions in ſuch depth of Wo? ! 
How ſv.e-t his fighes, and grones in Numbers flow ! 
When God himſelfe was pleaſed Joh 10 cite , 
Wyo could fuch Language worthy him indice ! 
His juſt Reproofes ſo great a Tcnour beare, 
As if cach Word a clap of Thunder were. 
From hence in ſmaller Drilles her courſe ſhee keepes; 
And fcarce diſcern'd, along the Vallies creeps 
Throvgh Moſes and the Judges ; yet wee may 
In thele diſcover her continued Way. 
Bur when the State into a Kingdome grew , 
When all did with their blefizd King renew z 
In the ſweet Singer then againe it flowes, 
Her bounds extends, and to a River growes. 
His large-ſould Son from H-aven tull Light receives, | 
For evcry Path and Step direRion gives. 
Diſcovers to our long-ſeduced Eyes, 
Her Fucus off, the Worlds deformiries. 
And by a Purer quenches ſanſuall Fire, 
The Obj:& chang'd, preſerves the Heat emtire. 
Theſe evo, who might with Job difpurt: their Right, 
Rais'd Numbers to their Apogzon height. 
Thence through th. Prophecs Wee hiere Current trace, 
Woole graver Warks Poetick Jems enchace ; 
To ſhew how apily b-th aflume one Name, 
Both H:aveneinſpir'd, compo<'d ef Zzale and Flame? 
Above the Reſt, rhat ſuncrall El-py, 
Picſents ſad Juda, wo thiadmiring Eye 
bo 
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So lovely in her Sable Vaile and Teares ; 
Scarce any Bride in all her Trim appeares 

Of ſuch a winning ſweernefle : O what Heart 
Bur muſt due Pity to her Wocs impart ! 

All theſe, for Proſe had ſtil] miſtaken beene, 
Their Native grace our Language n.-ver ſcene : 
Had nor thy ſpeaking Piure ſhew'd to All 

The wondrous bcaury of cth*Originall. 

Had lien like Stones uncur, and Oare nntrrd, 
Their Rea!! Worth the ſame, though ſcarce cſpi'd, 
But by the $kilfull Lingvift; Vo the Moſt 

In the darke Senſe, and hard Expritions loft, 
Thy Art hath Poliſh*c them to what ih<y were, 
Unyalued Jewels for the Breaſt, and Eare, 
Here fixe thy Pillars, what remaines there high'r, 
Bur ch'unknowe Ditics of the heavenly Qture., 


Francs Witt. 


To bu worthy Friend «1M a- 
ſter George Sandys upon 
hes excellent Para- 


phraſes. 


'L Hy Lines I weigh not by tWOriginall ; 

Nor skan thy Words how evenly they fall ; 

I moſt applaud thy Pious Choice, who mak 

The Sacred Writ thy Subje& , and thence tak 
Thoſe Parts, whercin the moſt Perverſe way ſee 
Divinity and Pocfi: agree. 

Aſflifted Job a Veile of Sorrow ſhrouds; 

Bur heavenly Beames difpell thoſe envious Clouls, 
The Royall Pſalmiſt, borne on Angels wings. 

Now weeps in Verſe, naw Halclu-jahs ſings. 

B 3 Converted 


Convertcd Salomon to our eyes preſents 
Deludivg Joyes, and curclefle Difcontentrs. 
Thar good Jofiah's Name may never dye, . 
Thy Muſe reviv.'s his Mourntull Elegy, 

Wh the ſame Zealc, doth to our Numbers fic 
All the Pocrick Parrs of Holy Writ. 

And thus Salvation thou maiſt bring to thoſe 
Who never would have ſought for-it in Proſe. 


Henry R amsford. 


To hu Worthy Friend 
Maſter George Sandys 


on his Sacred 
Poems. 


| ; Ow bold a Worke attempts that Pen 
Which would enrich our Vulgar tongue 

With the high Raptutes of thoſe Men * 

Who here with the ſame Spirit ſung 
Wherewith they now affiſt ;he Quire 
Of Angels, who their Songs adnure ? 


What eycr thoſe inſpired Soules 

Were urged to exprefle, did ſhake 

The Aged Deepe, and both the Poles : 

Their numerous Thunder could awake 
Dull Earth which doth with Heav'n conſene 
To all They wrought, and all They meant, 


Say (Sacred Bard) what could beſtow, 
Courage on thee to ſoare ſo high 2 
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Tell mee (Brave Friend) what hclp'd thee {o 
To ſhake of all Mortalite ? 
To light chis Torch thou haſt climb'4d higher 
Then hee who ſtole c#zleſtiall Fires 


Edward Waller. 
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To my Worthy Friend Maſter 
George Sandys. 


Nſpir'd by Thee, who art thy ſc]fe a uſe, 
Not crown'd with Ivy, or negle&cd Baies , 
Bur with a ſacred Light, which doth infuſe 
Into our Soules her intelleQuall Rates : 
Among theſe Starres of the firſt Magnitude, 
I, in aff-Qtion, my dimne Taper bring : 
For though my Voice bec horſe, my Numbers rude, 
On ſuch a Theame who could torbeare to fing ? 
Immortall Sands wioſc NeQar dropping Pen 
Delights, inſtruRs ; and with that holy Fire, 
Which tell from Heaven,warmes the cold breſts of men; 
And in their Minds creats a new Delire. 
For Truth in Pocfie ſo ſweetely ſtrikes 
Lpon the Cords, and Fivers of the Heart ; 
Thar ic all other Harmony diſlikes, 
And happily is Vanquiſht by her Arc. 
Thele Gcd like Formes, inſpir'd with Breath divine, 
Bleſt in themſelves, and making chers Bleſt ; 
For us are by that curious hand of thine, 
In Engliſh Habits elegantly dreſt. ; 
May our great Maſter, to whoſe facred Name 
Thy Studious Houres ſuch uſuall Gifts direQ, 
As Czfar to his Maro, prove the Same ; 
And equall Beames upon thy MuſT refle&. 


wWintour Grant, 
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eA Paraphraſe npon } o 8. 


N Hus, a Land which neare the Suns vpriſe, 
And Norihern confines of Sabza lies, 
A great example of PerfeQtion reign'd 3 


None with moie zeale the Deitic ador'd; 
AﬀeRcd Verne more, Vice more abhorr'd. 


His Name was Job;his Soul with guilt unftaind. 


Three beautcous Daughters, and ſeven hopeſull Boyes, 


Rencu'd his youth, and crown'd his Nupriall Joyes. 
Lord of much Riches, which the uſe renownes 2 


Seven thouſand broad-taild Sheep gras'd on his Downs; 


Three thouſand Camels his ranke Paſtures fed ; 
Arabia's wandring Ships , for traffick bred ; 

His gratefull Fields a chouſand Oxen tilI'd ; 
They with their rich increaſe the hungry fill'd ; 
Five hundred Afles yearely tooke the Horſe ; 
Producing Mules of greater ſpeede and force ; 
The Maſter of a mighty Family; 

Y Vell or'dred and dire&ed by his Eye. 

None was more opulent in all the Eaft, 

Ot greater Power ; yet ſuch as ſtill increaſt, 

By daily turnes the Brothers emterteine 
Each'other ; with the weeke begin againe. 
This conſtant cuſtome held ; Not to excite 
And pamper the voluptuous Appetite; 

Bu: to preſerve the Union of their Blood 
VVith ſober Banquets, and unpurchay'd Food. 
Th'invited Siſters with their graces bleſt 
Their feſtivals ; and were themſcives a Feaſt, 
Their turnes accompliſhr, Jobs religious care 
His Sonnes affemblcs ; whoſe united praier 


Like 


eA Paraphraſe upon Job. 
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Like ſweete perfumes from golden Cenſors riſe : 
Then with divine Luſtrarions ian: hes. 

And when the Roſy- fiager'd Morne aroſe ; 
From bleating Flocks unblemiſhe tacling> choſe ; 
Proportion'd coth: ir numb-r :theſe he flew 

And blecding on the flaming Alter threw. ( 
Pcrhaps, ſaid hee, my Children 1n the hear 


Of wine and mirth, cheir Maker may forget; 

| And give accefle to S.nne. Thus they the Round 

Of Concord Kuepe ; Ly his Devotions erown'd 

Jehova from che ſummit of the $kie, 

Environ'd with his winged Heerarchic, 

The world ſurvaid. When lo, the Prince of Hell, 

Who whilome from thar cnvy'd Glory tell, 

Like an infeRious Exhalation 

Shot through the Spheares;and ſtood before his T hrone, 

Falſe Spirir ſaid, th'Almighty, thac all ſhapes 

Dot counterfeit to perpetrate thy Rapcs ; 

Whence com'ſt thou > He reply'd ; I with the Sun 

Have circl'd the round Worli : much People won 

From thy tri Rule, to my indulgent Raigne : 

Taught char no pleaſure can reſulc from paine. 

Haſt thou, ſaid God, ebſcrv'd my ſervant Job? 

Is there a Mortall :reading on the Globe 

Of Earth ſo perfeR ? can thy wicked Arts 

Corrupt his goodnefle ? all thy fiery Darts 

The Armor of his fortizude repels ; 

In Juſtice hee, as thou in fraud, excels : 

Our power adorcs, with ſacrifices feaſts ; 

Loves what :hou hai'ſt ; and a'l thy works detefts. 

Hath Job lerv*d C5: for nothing ; Satan ſaid : 

Or unrcewarded at thy Alter paid 

H's frequent vowes > Haſt thou not him and all 

Which ice calls his, imcloſed with a wal! 

Of ſtrengrh inpregnable > his labours bleſt > 

And almoſt wich proſperity oppreft ? 

Lef: nothing to defire ? yer ſhouli'ſt thou lay 

Thy hand upon bim ; or bur take away 

What thy Indu'gence gave; in foule diſgrace 

Hee would blaſpheme, and curſe thee to thy face. 
| Jchova 


QA Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Jchova ſaid ; his Children, all hce hath, 
Are ſubje& to the yenome of thy wrath : 
Alone his Perſon ſpare. The 1cmpter then 
Shrunke from his preſence to th?abodes of Men? 
As ar their elder Brother's all the reſt 

Of chat faire oft-ſpring celebrace his feaft 
With liberall joy ; and coole th*inflaming blood 
Of generous grapes, with chriſtall of the flood : 
A Mcflenger arriv'd, halfe our of breath, 
Yet pale with horror of eſcaped Death, 
And cry'd; Oh Job, as thy ſtrong Oxen riJFd 
The Rubborne tallowes ; while thy Aﬀes fll'd 
Themſclves with Hcrcage ; all became a prey 
To arm'd Sabzans, who in ambuſh lay : 
Thy Servants by their curſed fury ſlaine; 
And I the only Meflenger remaine. 
Another entrcd ere his tale was told, 
With ſinged haire ; and ſaid , I muſt unfold 
A dreadful! Accident ; Art Noone, a Night 
Of olouds aroſe, chat Day depriv'd of Light 2 
Whoſe roaring conflits from their breaches threw 
Darts of inevitable flame, which ſlew 
Thy Shcepe and Shephards : I, of all alone 
Eſcap'd, to make the ſad Diſaſter knowne, 
This hardly ſaid ; a third, with blood imbrew'd, 
Brake through the Preſſe, and thus his griefe purſu'd : 
T he fierce Chaldzans in three Troopes afliild 
Our Guards ; till they their Souls through wounds 
Then drave away thy Camels, only I (exhald : 
« hus wounded, live to cell thy lofle, and Die. 
As taronging Billowes one another drive 
To murmuring ſhores ; ſo rhick and faſt arrive 
Theſe Meſſengers of Death : The fourth and laſt, 
With ſtaring haire , wild lookes, and breathlefle hafte, 
Ruſhr in and ſaid : Oh Job ! prepare to heare 
The ſaddeſt newes that ever pierc'd an eare. 
Loe, as thy Children on ſoft Couches lay, 
And with diſcourſes entertain'd the Day, 
A ſodain Tempeſt from the Deſert flew 
With horrid wings, and thundred as it blew. 

Then 
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ef Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Then whirling round, the Quoines together Krooke; * 
And to the ground that lofty tabrick ſhoeke ; 

Thy Sonnes and Daughters burycd in the fall ; 
VVho, ah ! deſery'd a nobler Funcrall. 

And I alone am living to relate 

Their Tragedies, that was denr'd their Fate. 

Hee, who the affaults of Fortune, like a rock 
So long withſtood ; could not Tuſtaine this ſhock ; 
Bur rifang, forchwith from his ſhoulders tare 
His purple robe, and ſhav'd his dangling haire 
Then on rhe Earth his Body proſtrate laid ; 

And thus with humble adoration, ſaid ; 

Naked I was, at my firft houre of Birth : 

And naked muſt returne uno the Earth. 

God gives ; God takes away : Oh be his Name 
For ever bleft ! chus free form touch of blame 
Job firmely ftood : and with a patient mind 
His Croflcs bare ; nor at his God repin'd. 

Chap, 2 Againe when all the radiant Sonnes of Lighr 
Before his Throne appear'd, whoſe enly fghr 
Beaticude infus'd « Tinvyererate foe, 

In fogs aſcended from the depth below, 

Profain'd their ble Aﬀembly : what pretence, 

Said God, hath brought thee hither ? and from whenco 
I come, ſaid he, from compaſling the Earth ; 

Their Travels ſeenc who fpring from humane birth. 
Then God ; haſt thou my Servant Job beheld ? 
Can his rare pictie be paralel'd ; 

His Juſtice cqual'd ? can alluring vice, 

With all her Sorceries, his Soule intice ? 

His daily Oriſons atrra our Earcs , 

Who puniſhmenr leflc then the. rreſpaſle, feares : 
And till his old Integritie retaines 
Through all his wozs, inflited by thy traines. 

When hee,whoſc labouring thoughts admit no reſt, 
This anfwer threw our of his Stygian breſt : | 
Job to himſelfe is nexc, who will nor give 

All that hee hath, ſo his owne Soule may live ? 
Stretch out thy hand ; with aches pierce his boncs, 
His fleſh with laſhes 3 multiply kis grones 2 
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_ -F Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Then if hee curſe thee nor, let thy dire Curſe - 
Increaſe my torments, if they can bee worlſe. 


| Te whome the Lord : Thou inſtrument of ſtrife, 


| Enjoy thy eruell wiſh : bur ſpare his Life; 


The Soule of Envy, from his preſence went ; 
And through the burning Airc, made his deſcent. 
To exccurien falls : The blood within 

His veines inflames, and poyſons his ſmoorh skin, 
Now all was but one fore ; from toer to head 
Wirk burning Carbuncles, and Ulcers ſpread ; 
Hee on the Aſhes fits, his fare deplores 

And with a por-ſherd, ſcrapes the ſwelling Sores. 


His framtick wite, whoſe patience could not beare 
Such waight of Miſcries, thus wounds his care, 


RE ET CEE I cg TY 


Is this the purchaſe of thy Innocence ? 

O Fool, thy Piety is thy offence, 

Hee whom thou ſerv*ft, hath us of all berefr ; 
Our Children flaine, and thee to torments lefr, 
Gee on; his Juſtice praiſe ; O rather flye 

To thy aflur'd relcife ; Curſe Ged and dye, 
Thou wretch thy Sexes folly; hee reply'd 


| Shall we who have ſo long his bounty wy'd, 


And flouriſh'c in his favour, now not beare 
Our harmes with patience; but renounce his Feare ? 
Thus his great Minde his Miſeries tranſcends ; 
Nor the leaft accent of his lips offends. 

Now was his ruine by the breath of Fame 
Divulg'd through all the Eaſt ; when Zophar came 
From pleaſant Naamath ; wiſe Eliphas 
From the man, rich in Palmes, bur peore in graſle; 
And Bildad from Suitah's fruitfull Soilez; 
Prais'd for the plenty of her Corne and Oyle. 
Theſe meete frem ſeverall Quarters to condole 
With their old Friend, and comfort his ſad Soule: 
Yet at the firſt, unknown : his Miſerics 


Had ſo trans:orm'd him,known,they Joyn'd their cryes, 


Wept birrerly, their ſable Mantles taic, 

Rais'd Clouds of Duſt, thar fell upon their haire. 
Seven Dayes they fate beſides hum on the ground; 
As many Nights, in fGileat Serrow drown'd. 


AH Paraphraſe upon Job. 


For yet they knew the Torrcnc of his woe 
Would by refiſtance more outragious grow. 
Hce, when cxcefle of Sorrow, had given way 
To the relicfe of words, thus curs'd his Day : 
O pcriſh may the Day, which firft gave light 
To me, moſt wretched ! and the farall Night 
Of my Conception ! let that Day be bound 
In Clouds of Pitch, nor walke th'Etheriall Round, 
Let God not write it in His Roll of Dayes ; 
Nor let the Sunne reftore it with his Raies. 
Let Deaths Darke Shades involve, no light appeare 
Burt dreadfull Lightnings ; it's owne horrors feare. 
Bee it rhe firſt ot Miſerics to all, 
Or laſt of Life ; detam'd with Funerall. 
O bee that diſraall Night, for evcr blind ? 
Left in it ſelfe ; nor to the Day rejoyn'd ! 
Nor numbred in the ſwift Circumterence 
Of Monthes and Yeares ; bur vaniſh in offence, 
© let ir ſad and ſolitary preve : 
No ſprightly Mufick heare, nor Songs of Love. 
Ler wandring Apparitions then affrighr 


The trembling Bride, and querch the Nupriall light. | 


O Let thoſe hate it, who the Day-light hate : 


Who mourne and grone bencath cheir ſorrowes waight, 


Ler che eclipſed Mnone, her Throne refigne, 

In tecd of Starres, let Blazing Meteors thine, 
Let it not ſee the Dawning flecke the skies 3 

Nar the gray Morning from the Ocean rife : 
Becauie the Doore of Life ir Ic&: unclos'd , 

And me, a wretch, to cruell fates expos'd. 

Oh why was I not ſtrangled in the wombe ! 

Nor in that ſecret prifori found a Tombe ! 

Or ſince untimely Horne z why did not 1 

(The next of bleſſings) in rhat inſtant dic ? 
VVhy kneel'd the Midwife at my Mothers throes ! 
VVith paine produc'd ! and nurſe for future woes ! 
Elſe had I an eternall Requiem kept ; 

/ And in the armes of Peace for ever ſlept : 


Z VVhich Kings and Princes ranck* ; Who lofty frames 


In Deſerts raisd, Cimmortalize their Names ; 
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2 " Paraphraſe upon Job. Y 


VVho made the wealth, of Pruyimces their picy 5 
In death as mighty, and as rich, as rhey. 

Then I, as an Abortive , had not becne 3 

Nor with the hated Lighe , ſuch Sorcowes ſeene ; 
Slept, where none erc by violence oppreſt; 

And where the weary trom their Labors reſt; 

No Pr iſon:rs there, inforc'd by turmenrs, cry ; 
But fearclefle by their old Tormemtors Lye ; 
The Meane, and Great, on <quall Baſcs ſtand ; 
No Servants there obey, nor Lords command. 
VVhy ſhould afflifted Soules in anguitk live ! 


And only have immunitie to grieve ? 


Oh how they with for death, tv clo'e their eyes ! 

But oh, in vaine ? fince hee the wretched flyes. 

For \;home they dig, as Pioneres for Gold 3 

VVhich the darke entrales of the Earth unfould ; 

And having found him as their Libertie, 

VVith Joy encounter and contented die, 

VVhy ſhould he live , from whome God hath the path 

Of ſaferie hid , incompaſt with his wrath ? 

In ftormes of figh'sI taſte my bitter food ; 

My grones breake from me, like a roaring flood. 

The Ruine which | feard, and in my thought 

So ofc revoly'd, one fatall Houre hath brought, 

Nor durſt I on Profp ritie preſume 3 | 

Or time in ſleepe, and barren Eaſe conſume; 

Bur watch my wary ſteps ; and ycr for all 

My Providence, theſe Plagues upon me fall, 
Temanian Eliphas made this reply ; Chap. 4 

O Friend, bee ic no breach of Love, that I 

V Vith ſilence dare not juſtifie a wrong ; 

For who in ſuch a Cauſe can curb his Tongue 2 

VVile thou, that werr to pietic a guide, 

Thar others baſt with patience fortifide ; 

Confirn'd the Strong , given finewes to the VVeake ; 

Now in the change of Fortune faint, and breake 

Into offences ? aggravate thy harmes, 

Forſake thy ſtrength, and caſt away thy armes ? 

Is this thy Piety, thy Confidence, 

Thy hope and Life untainted with offence ? 

Conſult 


A Paraphraſe 'upen Job. 


Ehap. 5 


Conſule with former Ages : Have they knowne 
The guiltleſfle periſh, or che Juſt ere'thrown ? 
But theſe who plow with vice, and miſchiefe throw 
Into the furrowes ; reape the Seede they ſow. 
God ſhall deftroy rhama with his Noſtrills breath : 
And f:nd them weeping to rhe caves of Death. 
For hee the raging Lyoneſſc confounds z 

The roaring Lyon with his javelin wounds : 
Scarters their Whelps ; their grinders breakes : ſo they, 
Wirh the old Hunter, ſtarve for want of Prey. 
Now when the Night her iable wings had ſpred ; 
And fleepe his Deaw on penfive Morrals ſhed ; 
When Viſtons m1 their atery ſhapes appeare ; 

A Voice not humane, whiſpercd 1n mine eare. 

My knees cach other ſtruck; the frighted blood 
Fled to my heart; my haire like briſtles ſtood, 

An Angel then appear'd before my fight : 

Yet could nor. ſhape diſcerne; fo great a light 

Hee th'eiw abour him : forthwith, filence brake; 
And thus to mee, intranc'd with wonder, ſpake : 
Shall morcall Mas, thar is bur borne to dic ; 
Compare in Juſtice, and Integritie, 

With him who made him? he who muſt deſcend 
Againe ro Earth, and # Corruption end ? 

His Angels were imperſe& in his ſight, 

Although indu'd with IntelleQuall Light ; 
Whome hee accus'd of folly : much more they, 
Who dwell ia houſes, buile of brietle clay ; 
Whici haye their weake foundations in the duft : 
The foode of wormes, and Times devouring Ruſt, 
They to the Evening from the Surnes upriſe , 
Are exexcis'd with change of Miſcries ; 

Then, unregarded, fer'in endletic Night ; 

Nor ever ſhall :evicw the Morning lhe, 

Thus all rheic Glor:zs vaniſh wich their breath £ 
They, and their Wiſedor-s, vanquiſh:4 by Death. 
Now try what Patron, canthy caule defend ; 

Whar Sainr wilt thou ſolicire, or what Friend ? 
The torme of his owne rage the foole confounds 2 
And Enrics rankling ſting thiimprudent wounds, 
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A Paraphraſe upun Job. 


' Okt have I ſcene him, like a Cedar, ſpread 
' His ample Roote ; and Iis ambitious Head 
- With Clouds inveſt ; then, to th*amaze of all, 
| Plow up the Earth with his prodigious fall. 
His wandring Orphans finde no ſafe retreat; 
Bur friendlefle ſuffer ar the Judgement-S. ar ; 
The greedy catethe harveſt of their roile, 
Snatcht fromthe ſcratching thorns ; to thieves a ſpoile, 
ty Though Sorrow ſpring nor from tne wombe of Earth; 
* Nor troubles from the Duſt derive their Birth; 
- Yer man is borne ro numerous Miſcries, 
As dying Sparks from trembling flames ariſe. 
Should l the bribh-n of thy face juſtaine? 
| I would nor juſtifie my felfe in vaine; 
* Bur ar his feer my humble Soule dejeQt 
; With prayers and teares, who wonders can cff:Q, 
| As-infinie? as great , and farrc above 
That Spheare wherein our low Conceptians move, 
He waters from e-leftiall Caſcments powers, 
Which fal! upon the furrowed Earth in fhower:: 
To comfort thoſ: who mouurne in want , and give 
The famith: foud, that they may cate and Liye. 
The Counſcls of the Subrill he prevents, 
And by his wiſedome fruftrares their Intents, 
Intanglcs in the Snares themſelves connive, 
: Who deſperate!y to their owne Ruine drive. 
They mcece with Darknefle in the cleareft Light, 
' Andgrope at Noone, as if involv'd with Nighr. 
Licentious Swords, Oppreflionarm'd with power, 
: Nor Enviesjawes, the Riphrcous {h4ll deyoure. 
| They eycr hope, though cxercis'q with care; 
The wicked flew by their ewne deſpaire. 
Happy is he whom Gods owne hands chaſtiſe 
Since fo, let none his Chaſtifements deſpiſe. 
Far he both hurts and heales , binds up againe 
The wounds he made, and mittigates their paiac. 
In fixe afflitions will thy refuge be, 
| And from the ſeventh, and laſt, ſhall ſer thee free, 
|} From meager Famines bloodlefle Maflacrees, 
! And frem the crucellthirſt ofhorrid Warres; 
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e Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Chap« 6. 


Preſerved from the ſcourge of poylonous tongues, 
The ſting 'of Malicc, and ps, wrongs. 

Thou ſhale in ſafety ſmile when all che Earth 
Skall ſuffer by the rage of Warre-and Dearth. 
The Mydian Tyger, The Arabian Barc, 

Nor Idumzan Lion ſhalc thou feare. 

They all their native fierccnefle ſhall decline, 
And ſoncelcfle Stones ſhall in thy aid combine. 
Thy Tems ſhall flouriſh in the joyes of Peace ; 
The wealth and honour of thy Houſe encreaſe , 
Thy Children, and their oft- ſpring, ſhall abound 


Like blades ofgraffc, that eloath the pregnant ground. | 


Thou, full of Dayes, like weighty ſhocks of Corne 

In ſeaſon reapt, ſhalrto thy grave be borne. 

This wuth, by long experience learnt, apply 

To thy Diſeaſe, and on the cure rely. | 
Then Job, Oh were my ſufterings duly weigh'd, 

Were they together in one Balance laid ; 

The Sandswhereon the rowling Billowes roate, 

Were leſlc in weight, and not in number more. 

My wores are ſwallowed in theſe Depths of woes ; 

While Stormes of fighs my filenr griefe diſclole. 

Gods Arrowes on my breaſt deſcend in ſhowers : 

There ftick, and peyſon all my vitall powers. 

*Tis hee, who armes againſt a Morrall beares; 

Subdues by ſtrength, and chiis ray heart with feares. 

Doe hungry Afes in freſh paſtures bray ? 

Or Oxen low before full cribs of hay ? 

Oh can unſeasned cares the guſt invite ? 

Whartaſte is in an Eggs un-fſavory whitc ? 

My lothing ſoule abhorres your batter focd ; 

Which ſorrow feeds, and turnes my teares to blood, 

Oh rhat the Lord would fayor my requeſt, 


: Andſend my Souleto her etcrnall reſt ! 


Deliver from this Dungeon, which reſtraines 
Her liberty, and breake afſflitiens chaines ! 
Then ſhould my Torments finde a ſure rcliefe ; 
And I become infenfible of priefe. 

Oh, bur not ſparing, cure his wounds ; who bath 
Divulg'd thy truth, and ill preſerv's his faith ! 
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eA Paraphraſe upnn Job. 


\ What ſtrength have I to hope, or to what cnd 
Sheuld I on ſuch a waſted Lite depend > 
Was I by recks ingendred ? ribd with ſteele ? 
Such torcures to refiſt, or not to fecle ? 
Ne hope, no comfore, biie in Death is left ; 
Thus corne with wounds, of all my Joyes bereft. 
True Friends, who feare their Maker, ſhould impare 
Soft pirtic to a ſad and broken Heart ; 
Bur Oh, the great in yowes, and neare in Blood; 
Forſake me life the torrent of a Floud 2 
Which in the winding vallies glides away ; 
And ſearce maintaines the Current ofa Day: 
Or ſtands in ſolid Ice, conceal'd with Snow ; 
But when the lowdly-ſtorming South winds blow, 
And mounted Sun invades it with his beames, 
| Diffolyes ; and ſcatters his exhauſted Streames 
' Whoa from the parched ficlds of Thema cams, 
From Shzba ſcorched with etheriall Flame. 
In expeRation to allwage their thirſt : 
Deluded, blufhr ; and his dry channels cutſt. 
So you new ceafe tobe what once you were 2 
And view my downfall with the eyes of Feare, 
Have I requir'd your bounty to repaire 
My ruin'd tortues ? was it inmy praier 
That yuufor me the Mighty would eppole 
Andin a juſt revenge purſue my foes ? 
IfT have err'd inſtru& me ; te]! wherein: 
; My rongiie (hall never juſtific a Sin.. 
; Althougha due reproefe informe the Senſe; 
DerraQion is the gall of Impudence. 
: Why add you ſorrow ts a troubled mind ? 
' Piflion muſt ſpeake ; her wordsare bur as wind, 
| Againſt an-Orphaa you your forces bend, 
| And banquet with rh'aftiiftions of a friend. 
| Aceuſe not now, bur judge 3 You from my youth 
| Haveknewn'and tri'd me, ſpeake 1 more then cruth ? 
| | Unveile your Eyes, and then 1 thall appeare | 
| The ſame I am; from all aſperfions cleate. 
ave I my heart diſguiſed withany tongue ? 
Conld ngt my-raſte th at from wrong ? . 


Þ = Xs "RENE PS HR "2 "I 


- a 


| WR 


The 


eA Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Chap. 7. 


The life of Man is a perpetuall warre : 
In Miſcrie and Sorrow: Circular. | 
Hee a p>ore mercenary ſerves tor brea : 
For all his travcll, oz:ly cioih'd and fed. 
The Hireling longs 16 ſec the Shades aſcend; 
That with the tedious Day his royle might end, 
And hee bis pay receive ; bur, ah ! in vaine 
I Monthes conſume z yet never reſt obraine.. 


The Night charmes not my Cares with ſleepel- Mt eyes 


My Torment cry : When will the Morning ric ! 
Why runs the Charriot ef th:'Night fo flow? 

The Day- Scar finds me tof}ing to and tro. 

Wormes gnaw my fleth ; with. filth my ulcers run; 
My skin bike clods of Earth, chapt with the Sunne ; 
Like ſhuciles through the l>ome, ſo ſwiftly glide 
My fethered Howers ; and all my hopes deride.. 
Remember? Lord, my life is but a wind 5 
Which paſicth by, and leaves no print behind, 
Then never ſhall my Eyes their l:ds untold; 

Nor mortal! ſight my vaniſh: face bchold, 

Nor thou, to whom our thoughts apparant bee 
Should'ſt thou defire, could'ſt him, that is ror, ce. 
As clouds reſolve to aire, ſo never more. 

Shall gloomy Graves their Dead ro Light reſtore, 
Nor thall ch y to their ſump: uous Rootes returne, 
Bur lye forgorten, as if never borne, 


Then, O my Soule, while thou haſt freedome, breake | 


Inte Complaints , give Sorrow leave to ſpeake. 

Am I a ragirg Seca, or furious Whale ? 

Thar ch,ou ſhould*ſt thus confine me with a wa!.l ? 

How ofcen when the riſing S-ars had ſpread 

Their golden Flames, ſaid I ! now ſhall my Bed... 

R: {th my weary limbs , and peacefull Sleepe. 

My care and-anguith in his Lethe ſtcepe. 

Bur I, ! ſad Dreames my troubled Braines ſurpriſe, 

And gaftly V:fions wound wy ſtaring Eyes. 

S-) thar my yeilding Soule, ſubdude with giiefe, 

And tori Body , to their laſt reliefe 

Wouls glad'y flye , aud by a violence. 

Lctle paincfuil, rake from greater paine the Senſe, . 
” or 
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13 


For life'is but my curſe ;"reſume the breath 
I muſt reſtore, and fold mee up in Death, | 
O what is man ? rowhom thou ſhon!d'ſt imparr 
So great an Honeur as to fearch his Hart ' 
To waich his Steps ! obſ-rve him with thine eye } 
And daily with renew'd ?ffliions try ! 
Still muſt I ſuffer ? wilt thou never leave ? 
Nor give a little time for griefe 10 breathe ? 
My Soule bath fini'd, how can Icxpiate 
Her guilr, great Guardian, or-prevent thy hate ? 
Why aim'ft thou all thy darts at mee alone ? 
Who to my felfe am now a Bui then growne. 
Wile thou not to a broken Heart diſpenſe 
Thy Balm of mercy, and expurgerh'offence, 
E're duſt teturne ro duſt ? Then thou no more 
Shalt ſee my Face, nor 1 thy nam- adore, 

Thus Job. Then Bildad ot Stira ſaid. 
Vaine Man, how long wilt thou thy God up. braid > 
And, like the roaring of a furiots wind, 
Thus vent the wi!d diſtemper of thy mind 2 
Can hee P-rvert his Judgemenrs ? ſhall hee ſwerye 
Ficm his owne Juſtice, and thy 'Paſlions ſerye > 
If hee thy Sonnes for their rebellion ſlew, 
Death was the wages to their merit due. 
Oh would*{t thou ſecke unto the Lord betimes, 
W.h fervent prayer, and abſtinence from crimes, 
Nor with new follies ſpot thy Innocence ; | 
Then would hee alwaies watch in thy defence, 
The Houſe, thac harbu1'd ſo much virtue, blcffe 
With truicfull Peace, and crowne thee with ſuccefle, 
Then would hee centuple thy termer ſtore, 
And make thee farre more happy then before, 
Search thou the Records of Antiquitiec, * 
And on our Anceftors rcfleQ 1n Eye ; 
For wee, alas ! are bur of Yeſterday, 
Know nothing, and lik: ſhadowes fleet away, 
Thou in thoſe Mirrors ſhaitthe truch bebold, 
Whoſe tongues un-crring Oraclcs untold, 
Can Bulruſhes bur by th= River grow 2 
C:nFlags there Houriſh where no waters flow > 
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Fd Paraphraſe "_ Job. 


Chap. 9. 


. His top furrounds with Clouds ; deepe in the flood 


Yer they, when greene, when yer untouehr, of all 
Thar cloth the Spring, firſt hang their heads, and fall, 
So double=hearred Hypocrites, fo they 
Who God forger, ſhall in their prime decay. | 
Their ayery hopes as brittle as the thin 
And ſubti1] webs, which royling Spiders ſpin. 
Their Houſes full of wealth, and Ryor, fhall 
Deceive their truſt ; and cruſh them in their tall. 
Though like a Cedar, by the River fed, 

Hee to the Sunne his ample branches ſpread, , 


Ce can OS Nat 


Bathes his firme Roorcs ; even of himſelfe a V Veod : 

And from his height a night- like ſhadow throw. 

Upon the matble Palaces below 5 | 

Yer ſhall the Axe of Juſtice hew him down, 

And Icvell with the Roote, his lofty Crown, 

No Eye ſhall his out-raz'd impreflion view, | 

Nor mortall knaw where ſuch a Glory grew. 

Thoſe ſeeming goods, whereaf the wicked vaunc 

Thus fade, while others on their ruines plant, 

God never will the Innocent forſake, 

Ner finfull Soules'to his proteRion take, 

Cleanſe thou thy Heart : then in thy ample breaſt 

Joy ſhall rriumph, and ſmiles thy cheekes inveſt. 

He will thy Foes with filent ſhame confound, 

And their proud ſtruRures levell with the ground. 
This is a truth acknowledg'd, Job replics ; 

But Oh what Man is righteous in bis Eyes ! 

Who can not-guilty plcad before his Throne ? 

Or of a thouſand Acions anſwere one ? 

God is in} wiſedome, as in pow'r, immenſe; 

Who ever could contend without offence, 

Oftend unpuniſh'c ; you who glory moſt 

In your ewnec ſtrength, can you of conqueſt boaſt > 

Cloud-touching Mounraines to new ſcates arc borne 

From their Foundations, by his fury rorne. 

Tl affrighred Earth in her diſtemper quakes, 

When his Almighty hand her Pillars ſhakes. 

Ar w! oc — the Suns ſwift Horſes ſtay, 

While Mor:alls wonder at ſo long a Day, 
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eA Paraphraſe upon Job. 


The Moone into her darkned Orb retires : 

Nor ſcal'd up Starresextend their _—_ fires* 
He, only He, Heavens blew Pavillion ſpreads, 
And on the Oceans dancing billewes treads. 
Immane ArQurus, weeping Pleiades, ' 

Orion, who with Stormes plowes upthe Seas, 

For ſeverall Scaſons'fram'd :and all that rowle 
Their radiant Flames about th*Antartick Pole. 
What wonders are effeQed by his might ! 

Oh how inſcrutable, how infinite ! - 

Though hee obſerve me, and be cer by; 

Yet, Ah ! Invifibleto mortall Eye. 

Can hands of fleſh compell him to reftore 

What hee ſhall rake ? or who dare aske wherefore > 
The great in Pride, and Power, like Meteors ſhall 
(If he relent not) by his Vengeance tall. 

And Oh ſhall I, « worme, my cauſe defend, 

Or invaine Argument with God contend ? 

I would not, were I Innocent, diſpute ; 

But humbly to ray Judge preſent my Sutte: 

Yet never could my _ be confident, 

Though God himſelfe ſhould to my wiſh conſent ; 
Who with inceflant-Rormes my Peace confounds, 
And multiplies my undeſerved wounds : 

Nor gives me time to breathe, my Stomack fills 
With foode of bitter raſte, and Lothſome pills. 


Speake I of ſtrength, his ctrengrth the ſtrong obay : 


It I of Judgement ſpeake, who ſhall a Day 

Appoint for tryall ? ſhould I juſtifie 

A Vice, my heart would give my tongue the Iye. 

If of perfe&ion boaſt ; I ſhould herein 

My gold diſcloſe : thought I, I had no Sin ; 

My l(elfe I ſhould nor know. Oh bitter fititc ! 

VVhoſe only Iflue is the hateof life / 

Yet Judge not by events : in generall 

The good and bad without diſtinRion fall. 

For he th'Appeale of Innecence deride:; 

And with his Sword the comroverſe decides : 

He gives the Earth to thoſethar ryranniz: : 

And ſpreads a vaile before the Judges Eycs, 
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Thap. 10, 


Or clſc what were his power 2:.Oh you who ſee . 


My miſerics, this truth behold in mee ! i To 


My daves.runne like a poſt, and cave bchinde 
No tra of joy, :.as Ships before the. winde, 
They through rhis humaine Ocean faile away , 
And fly like Eagles which purſue ther prey. 

IF I determire.to remove my cars, | 
Forget my gricfe, and comfort my Deſpaire 2. - - 
The feare thar lie would neyer-purge mee , mocks 


M'imbarqued Hoyes, and drives'them on the Rocks," 


i 


For if hee hold rae guilty, if 1 ſoile | 
My ſelfe wich S:n, I then bur yainely royle.. ,._ 
Though I ſhould waih my felfe in melting Snow, 
Uatill my hand were whiter, hee would throw 


Mee downe to cart" ; and, ah ! fo plunge in mire ,* i 


Thar I ſhould loath to rouch my owne artire'; 
For hee, is nor as 1; a man, with whome 

T might contend, and to a tryall come. 

I, in my cauſe ſhall finde no Advocate, 

Nor Umpire, to compoſe our {ad debate. 


Oh ſhould hee from my ſhoulders take his Rod 4 wy 


Free from the awe and terror ef a God : 
Then would I argue in my owne'defencc ; 
And boldly juſt;fie my Innocence. 

Oh I am fick of life ! norwill controule 
My paſſion bus in baterredle of Soule, 


Thus teare the Aire : what ſhould thy wrath incenſe - 


To puniſh hun, who knowes not his offence ? 
Ah | do'ſt thou in oppreſſion take delighe ? 
Wilt thou thy Servant fold in ſhades of Night, 
And ſmile on wicked Councels > do'ſt thou ſee 
Wah Eyes of Fleſh > is Truth conceal'd from thee ? 
What arc thy Dayes as fraile as ours ? or can 

Thy yeares determine like the age of Man ? 

Thar thou ſhould'ſt my Dclinquencies exquire ; 

And with Varicty of tortures tic > 

C2nnot my knowne integricie remove 

They cruell Plagues > wile thou remorſel:fle prove ? 
Ah ! wile thou thy owne workemanſh ip confound ? 
Shall the ſame hand that did create, now wound > 
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A Paraphraſe 4p Job. DE 7 


Remember I am built of clay, and muſt 

Reſolve to my originary Duſt, 

Thou powr'dſt me our hke milke into the wombe, 
Like curds conden'R; and in thar ſecret roome 

My Limbs proportion'd, clorh'd with fleſh and vkin, 
With bones, and finewes, foreifi'd within; 

The Life thon gav'ft , thou haſt with pleatic fed; 
Long cheriſh*r, and rhrough Dangers ſafely lcd. 

All this is burycd in thy breft : and yer 

I know thou can'ft not thy old Loye forger. 7 
Thou, if I erre, obſerv*ſt me with ſterne eyes ; 

Nor will the plea of Ignorance ſuſhce. 

Woe unto me ſhould finne my Soule infe& ? 

Who dare not now, though innocent, eret 

My downe caft lookes $ which clouds of ſhame unfold. 
Great God, my growing Miſeries behold ! 

Thou like a Lion hunt'ſt mee 2 wounds on wounds 
Thy hands infli&; thy fury knowes n» bounds. 
Apainſt mee all thy plagues embarcaild are ; 

Subdu'd with charges of internall warrce. 

Why did'ſt thou draw me from my mothers wombe ? 
Would I from thenee had ſlipt into my Tombe, 
Before the Eye of man my face hed ſecnc, 

And mixt with duſt, as I had never beene ! 

Oh &nce I have ſo ſhort a time to live, 

A little eaſe to theſe my rorments give, 

Before I goe where all in filence mourne ; 

From whoſe darke ſhores no travellers returne : 


A Land where Death, Confuſion, erdlefle N 'ght, 
wht. 


And Horror reigne; where Darkenef: is their 
Thus Zophar with acerbity reply'd : 

Think'& thou by talking to be juſtifi'd Chep. 11. 

Or ſhall theſe wild diſtempers of thy minde , 

This tempeſt of thy tongue, thus rave, and finde 

No oppoſition ? ſhall wee guiky bee 

Of thy untruths, in nor reproving thee > 

N or dic thy cheekes in Bluſhes for the ſcorne 

1 hou throw'ſt on us, till now with patience borne > 

Haſt thou nor ſaid to God ? my hart's upright, 


My Doatine pure, I blamelcfle in thy $ghr, Fa 


” ot A Paraphraſe pon Job. 


| © that he would bee pleaſed to reply, 
And take the vaile from thy Hypocrifte / 
Shouldihee revcale his wiſdome to thine cyes ; 
How would'ft thou thy integritie deſpiſe ? 
Acknowledging theſe puniſhmencs farre lefic 
Then thy —_— ? and his grace profeſle 2? 
Canſt thow into thy Makers Councells dive ? 
Or ro the knowledge of his thoughts arrive ? 
Higher then higheſt Heavens , more deepe then Hell, 
Longer then Earth , more broad then Scas thar ſwell 
Above their ſhores, can man his foor-ſteps rrace ? . | 
Would hee the courſe of Nature change ? the face : 1 
Of things inverc ? and all difſolye againe | 
To their old Chaos 2 who could God reſtraine? _ | 
Hee knowes that man is vaine : his eyes dere& | 
Their ſecret crimes ? and ſhall nor hee correQt ? - 
Thus fooles ron wiſe , ſubdue their ſtubberne ſoule;; 
Though in their pride more rude then Aﬀlcs foles. 


i; If thou aff:& thy cure ; rcforme thy wayes 3 

\;) Ler penitence reſolve to teares, and raiſe 

Ip Thy hands to heaven ; what rapine got, reftore ; 

* qe Nor let inſidious Vice approach thy Doore. | 
b_ Then thou hy lookes ſhalt raiſe from blemiſh cleare, 


Walke in full ftrengrh,and no diſaſter feare. 
As Winter Torrents, tumbling from on high , | 
Wafte with their ſpeede, and leave their channels dry: 
So ſhall the ſenſe of former ſorrowes runne 
From thy remembrance. As the mounted Sunne | 
Breakes through the Clouds , and throwes his golden 
Abour the world; ſhall thy increaſing Dayes (Raic 
Succeed in Glory, Thou thy ſelfe ſhalt riſc | 
Like that bright Scarre , which laſt forſakes the skies : 
For'ever by thy ſteadfaſt hopes ſecur'd ; | 
Increnched, and wich walls of Brafle imumur'd : | 
Confirm'd againſt all Stormes. Soft ſleepe thall cloſe 
FT blancedel eyes with undiſturb'd repoſe. | 
The great ſhall honour ; the diftrefſed ſhall | 
Thy'grace implorme : beloy'd, or fear'd of all. 
The fight of thee, ſhall trike the enyious blind ; 
The wicked with anxictic of Mind TI 
a 
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Shall pine away, in fighs conſume their breath , 
'Prevented in their hopes by ſudden Death. 

To whom' thus Job ; You are the only wiſe, Chap. The 
And when you die the fame of Wiſdome dics. | , 
Though paſſion bee a focle, though you profcfſe 
Your ſelves ſuch Sages ; yer know I no leffe, 
Nor am to you inferior, Whar blinde Soule 

Could this nor ſce ? *Tis eafic ro controule. 

ell, My ſad examples ſhewes, how thoſe whoſe crie: 

fol Eycn God regards, their ſcoffing friends deſpiſe. 
| He that is wretched, though in life a Saint, 

} Becomes a ſcorne ; this is an old Complain, 

' Thoſc who grow old in fluency and eaſe, 
| | When they from ſhore behold him toſt on Seas, 

' And neerc his raine ; his condition ſlighe , 


; Pric'd as a Lamp conſum'd with his owne light. 
les; The Tents of Robbers flouriſh. Earihs increaſe 
Foments their ryot who diſturb her peace. 
Who God comtemne, in finne ſecurely raigne , 
And proſperous Crimes the mcede of Vertue gaine. 
Aske thy thou Citizens of pathletſe woods, 
| Wharcutthe aire with wings, what ſwim in floods; 
Cc, Brute beafts, and foficring Earth ; in generall 
; They will confefle the power of God in all. 
| | Who knowes not that his hands both good and ill 
ty. Diſpenſe ? that Fatc depends upon kis will ? 
All that have Life are ſubje& to his ſway , 
.  Andathis pleaſure proſper, or decay. 
en; Is not the Eare the fades of Eloquence ? 
16: Gives not the Pallare to the Taſt his ſenſe ? 
' Sure, knowledge is deriv'd from length of yeares; 
$: And Wiſedomes browes are cloth'd with Silver haires. 
Gods power is as his prudence , equall great , 
; InCouncell, and Intelligence, complear. 
ſk Who can what kee ſhall ruine build againe ? 
Looſe whom hee binds ? or his ſtrong Arme reſtraine? 
Ar his rebuke , the Living waters flye 
To their old Springs , and leave their Channels dry ; 
When he commands, in CataraRs they roare ; 
1 And the wild Ocean leaves it ſelfe no ſhoate. 
H:s 
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Chap. 13. 


His Wiſedome and his Power our thoughts tranſcend; 


Both the deceiver and decciv'd depend 

Upon his beck; He thoſe who others rule 
Infatuates , and makes the Judge a foole: 
Diflolves the Nerves of Empire, Kings deprives 


Of Soveraignty , their Crownes exchang'd for gyves | 


Inprovriſh't Nobles intoexile leades 2 

And on the Carcaſes of Princes treads. 

Takes from the Orator his elequence 3 

From ancient Sages their diſcerning ſenſe. 
SubjeRs the worthy to comtempr and wrong 2 

The valiantterrifics, diſarmes ihe ſtrong, 

Unvailes the ſecrets of the filent Night ” 


Brings, what the ſhades of death obſcures, to Lghr, 


A Nation makes more numerous then the Stars: 

Againe devours with Famine, Plagues, and Wars, 

Naw, like a. Dcluge, they the Earth ſurround: 

Fortwith, reduc'd into a natrow bound. 

He Fortitude and Counſell rakes away 

From their Commanders, who in Deſerts ſtray, 

Grope in the Darke, and to no Scat confine 

Their wandring feet, but recle as drunk with wine 
This by mine Eyes and earss have I convay'd 

Downe to my heart : and in that Cloſet laid, 

Need I in depth of knowledge yeild to you 2. 

Is nor as much-to my diſcretion due ? 

Oh that tt*All-ſfeeing Judge, who cannot erre, 


Would heare me plead , and with a wretch conterre! 


You Ceorraſives into my wounds diſtill : 

And ignorant Artiſts, with your phyſick kill, 
Ah ! ſhame you nor to vent ſuch forgerics ? 
Seale up your lips and be in filence wiſe. 
And fince you are by farre more fit,to heare, 
Ten ro inſtru& ; afford my tongue an care , 
Oh will you wickedly for God diſpute > 
And by deceirfull wayes ftrivero confute ? 
Are you, in favour of his perſon, bent 

Thus to prejudicace the Innocenr 

Nzed's he an Advocate to plead kis Cauſe 2 
To juftifi: unruth's againſt his Lawes > 
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Can you on him ſuch falſties obtrude ? 
And as a Mortall the moft wiſe delude ? 
Will ic availe you, when hee ſhall remove. 


| Your painted vizors ? will nor hee reprove, 


' And ſharply puniſh ; if in ſecret you, 


es. 


For favour, of reward, Injuſtice doc ? 
Shall not his Exccll-nce your Soules affright ? 
His Horrors on your beads like Thunder light ? 


' Your memories to aſhes muſt decay , 


And your fraile bodies are bur built of clay. 


| Fotbeare to (peake, till my Concep: ions ſhall 


| Diſcharge cheir Birch ; then Ic what wili befall, 


Why thould I teare my fleſh ? caſt off the care 


| Of future life ? and languith in deſpaire ? 
| Though God ſhould kill me, I my contidence 
* On him would fixc, no? quit my owne defence. 


Hee ſhall reſtore me by bis ſaving might, 


, Nor ſhall the Hypocrite appro: ch kis fghr. 


m——m—— 


Give me your eares, Oh you who were my Friends, 
Whale injur*'d Innoccr co it felte defends, 
I am prepar\, and wiſh my Cauſe weretry'd, 
In full afſurar.ce to be juſtih'd, 
Begin , who will :ccuſe 2 ſhould I not ſpeake 
In ſuch a erm, my hearr with griefe would breake, 
Juſt Juage, two 1- + remove ; that free from dread, 
I muy before thy high Tribunal! plead. 

1 ler theſe rormems from my fleſh deparr, 
Nor with thy terrors daunt my wrembling hearr, 


Then charge, fo I my life may juſtibie, 
; And to my juſt complaint-doe thou reply. 
' Whar Sinnes are thoſe that ſo pollute my breft, 


Oh thew how «ft I have thy Lawes tranſgreſt ? 


| Wil chowthy-ſervant of thy fight dep rive, 
' Andas an Enemy to rvine drive ? 
+ Wilt thou awither: d leafe ro powder grind ? 
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Toft in the aire by ev-ry Er: ath ot wind, 

Or with the Ligl-n:rg imo Alhes rwurne 

Such worthlefle Stubblc ? »nly dry'd ro burns; 
Thou haſt ing1v1ed mer ot birter Crimes 2 

Now puniſh, for the faults of former times. 
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22 A Paraphraſe upon Job. 
Lo! my reſtrained feet thy fetters wound; 
Watcht wich a guard, and rooted in the ground, 
Like rotten fruic I fall : worne like a cloth 
|  Gnawne into rags by the devouring Moth. 
hap. 1h Ah? few, and full of Sorrow, are the Dayes 


Yer will ar ſent of Water freſhly ſprout, 


Ot Man from Woman ſprung , His life decayes, 
Like thar fraile flower which with the Sunnes upriſe 
Her bud unfolds, and with the Evening Dies. 

Hee like an emptie Shadow glides away : 

And all his Life is but a Winters Day. 

Wilr thou thine eye upon a vapour bend ? 

Or with ſo weake an oppoſite contend ? 

Who can a pure and Chriſtall Current bricg, 

From ſuch a muddy, and polluted Spring ? | 
Oh, fince his Dayes are numbred, fiace theu haſt 
Prefcrib'd him bounds chat are not to bce paſt : 

A lictle with his puniſhment diſpence 2 

Till hee have ſerv'd his time, and part from bence:; 
A tree, though hewne with axes to the ground, | 
Renew's his growth, and ſprings from his grecn wound ; | 
Although his roore waxe old, his fivers dry ; | 
Although the ſaplcfle bole begin ro dye ; 
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And like a plant thruſt his young Branches our. 
Bur Man when once cur downe, when his pale ghoſt 
Fleers into aire ; ke 1s for ever loſt. 

As Meteors vanith, which the Seas cxhale ; 

As Torrents in the drouth of Summer faile': 

So periſh Man from Death ſhall never riſe; 

But ſleepe in filenc Shades with ſeal'd up Eyes : 
While the Czleftiall Orbes in order roule, 

And turne their flames about the teadfaſt Pole. 
Oh that thou would*ſt conceale me in the Grave 3 
Immure with marble in thar ſecret Cave, 

Uncill the Tempeſt of thy wrath were paſt ! 

A time prefix, and thinke of mee at laſt ! 
Can-man recover his departed Breath ? 

I wil! expe@untill my change in Death, 

And 22iwer at thy call : Thou wile renew 

What thou hatt Tuin'dy and my. feares ſubdue. 


= nd 


SEES ENBMSPEEERECWBDDnG@= Scot. ewoauw dc... oos ws.zcoa. 


Bur 


A Paraphraſe pon Job. 23 


—@T_ 


But now thou tcl Pſt my Steps, mark*ſt when I erre ; 
Nor wilt the yengeance due to Sinne deferre. 
Thou in a bag haſt my Tranſgreſlions ſeal'd, 
And only by their Puniſhments reveal'd. 
' As Moumaines,toft by Earth-quakes,down are thrown; 
| Rocks rorne up by the roots, as hardeſt Stone 
' The foftly-fallin "_ of water weare , 
As Iaundations all before them beare , 
And leave the Earth abandoned; ſo ſhall 
The aſpiring hopes of Man to nothing tall. 
| Thy wrath prevailes 's 4 7m him every Day, 
' | Whom with a changed Face thou ſend'ſt away 3 
Then knowes not it his Sonnes to honour ric , 
| Or ſtruggle with their ſtrong neceſlities. 
Bur hers his waſting Fleſh with anguiſh burnes , 
And his per:urbed Seule within him mournes. 

Job paus'd, 60 whom the Themanite roplics 3 Chap. 15 
Can man ſuch follies utter and bee wiſe ? ies 
Which bluſter from the Tempeſt of thy minde, 

- | Asifthy breaſt cnclov'd the Eaſterne winde. 
? | Wile thou thy idle rage by Reaſon prove ? 
; Orſpeak thoſe Thoughts which have no power ro move? 
' Thou from thy rebell Heart haſt God exil'd, 

| Keptback thy Prayers his ſacred Truth revil'd. 

| Thy Lips declare thy owne impictic ; 

| Accuſe of fraud, condemne thee, and not I. 

Art thou the firſt of Morcals ?:wert thou made 
Before the Hils their Jofty Browes dif] play'd 2 Prog 
 Hath God to thee his Oracles reſfign'd > ; 
7 Is wiſdome only to thy Breaſt contin'd > 
What know'ſt thou that wee know not > as complead 
In Natures graces, in acquit'd, as grear. 
There are pray heads among us , ton 
; Towhom thy Father was a Boy in Yearcs. ; 
| Slight thou the Comforts wee from God impart ? 
| What greater Secret lurkes in thy proud hearc 
.. | That hurries thee into theſe extaſics ? s 
What fury flames in thy diſdainfull Eyes 2 
{ Wile thou a Warre againit thy Maker wage ? 

| And wound him with thy tongues blaſphemetss rage ? 

it \v 2s 


A Paraphrafe upon Job, 


Was ever humane ficth from blemiſh clearc » 


Can thzy bee guilrlefle whome fraile woemen beare ? 


Hee truſteth not his Miniſters of Light : 

The radiant Stars ſhine dimnly in his Sight. 

How perfe& then is man ? from head ro foote 
Defil'd with filth, and rotren at the roote. 

Who poys'ning finne with _— thirſt deyoures : 
As parched Ecarth ſucks in the falling ſhowers. 
Whar I have heard and ſeene (would'ſt thou intend 
Thy curey'I weuld unto thy care commend 3 

Which of the wiſe have in my thoughts reviv'd : 
To them trom knowing Anceſtors deriv'd , 

Who God-like over happy Nations reign'd, 

And Vertue by ſuppreſſing Vice ſuſtein'd. 
ThUnjuſt bis Dayes in paincfull rravell ſpends : 
The Crucll fodainely to Death deſcends. 

He ftarts at cvery ſound that ſtrikes his Eare, 

And puniſhment anricipmes by feare. 

Who from the height of all his Glory ſhall, 

Like newly- kindled exhalations fall : 
Deſpaires coid breath his ſpringing hopes conſounds, 
Who feeles th'expeRted ſword before it wounds. 


He begs his bread from doore to doore, and knowes 


The Night drawes on that muſt his Day incloſe. 
Horror and anguiſh ſhall his ſoule aftright ; | 
Daunr like a King that drawes his Troopes to figh: 
Sinec hce againſt the Almighty ſtretcher his hand, 
And like a tebell ſpurn'd at his Command; 

God ſhall upon his ſeven-fold cargere ruſh, 

And his ftiffe neck beneath his ſhouldirs cruſh. 
Though Luxury ſwell in his ſhining eyes , 

And his far belly load his yeelding thighs : 
Though he diſmant):d Cirries forrifie, 

From their deſerted ruines rais'd on high 2 

Yer his congeſted wealth ſhall melt like ſnow, 
Whoſe growth ſhall never to perfeRion grow. 
Deftruction ſhall ſurround him ; nor ſhall hee 
His ſoule from that darke night of Horror free, _ 
God with his breath hall all his Branches blaſt, 
And ſcorch with Lightning by his rengeance caſt. 
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A Paraphraſe upen Job. 


| Will the deluded truſt to vanite ? 


And by the ftroake of his owne folly die ? 
For hee ſhall bee cur downe betore his rime, 


| His ſpreading Branches wither in their prime. 
* Lo,asa ftorme which with the Sunne aſcends, 
” From wh vines their un- ripe cluſters rends ; 
* And the fato 


ve, ever greene with Leaves, 
Together of her hopes and flowers bereaves, 
So ſhall the great Revenger ruinate 

Him and his :ffue, by a dreadtu'l rate. 
Thoſe fools who fraud with piery diſguiſe, 
And by corrupting Bribes to Greatreſle riſe z 


| Their Glorics (hall in geſola'tion mourne, 
| While huygry flames their lotty ſtruftures burne, 


With Miſchicfe they conceive 3 heir bellies great 
With ſwelling Vanity, bring forth Deceit. 
Then Job ; How long wilr thou thus vex mine cares ! Chap.16. 
You all are miſcr=ble Comforters. 
Shall this vain= wind ©: w6:ds. ah ! never ena ? 
Why Eliphas ſhould'ſ thou ail! & thy Friend > 
Were you ſo loſt in gricie, would I thus fpeake ? 
Such bruiſed hearts with hirth inveR:ves breake ? 
Would I accumulace yeur Miſcrics 
With Scorne ? and draw new Rivers from your Eyes ? 
Oh no, my languzge thould your paſſhons calme , 
My words ſheuld drop inio your wounds like balme, 
But oh my frantice Sorrow finds no eaſe , | 
Complaints nor filence can their pangs appeaſe ! 
Thou Lord haſt my perplexed Soule depreſt ; 
Berefc of all the comforts ſhee polleſt ; 
My face thus furrowed with untimely age, 
My pale and meagre lookes profeſle thy rage. 
Whoſe Miniſters, like cunning tocs, ſurprize ; 
Teare with their teeth, transfix me with their cyes ; 
Againſt my peace combine 2 at once afſtile, | 
With open mouthes, and impudently raile. 
God hath deliver'd mee into their Jawes 
Who hunt for ſpoyl, and make their Gyords their Lawes; 
Long faild I on ſmooth Scas, by fore-winds borne, 
New bulg'd og rocks, and by = Tempeſts tone, 


26 ef Paiaphraſe upon Job. : 
He by the Neck hath hal'd, in pieces cut ; _ 


And ſer me as amarke onev:ry Burt. Re 
Ais Archers circle me ;my reincs they wound, Ti 
And, rurhlefle, ſhed my gall uponthe ground. M 
Behold ! he ruines upon ruines h aps ; 'M 
And on me like a tur.ous Giant leaps. He 
For thus with ſackcloth 1 inveſt my Woe 2 | Al 
And duſt upcn my clouded fore head throw, 0 
My cheeksare gutiered with my fretting tearess | W 
And on my falling Eye lids Dcath appeares. 1, 
Yer is my heart uprighr, my prayers ſincere 3 | Co 
My guilclefle Life from your aſperfions clearrs | An 
Reveale, Oh Earth, the Blood that I have {p1i: : | M) 
Nor heareme, Heaven, it 1 befoilPd with guilt. {WI 
Ay conſcience knowes her owne Integririe : | Sh 
And that all-ſceing Pow?r inthron'd on high, ; Bu 
Yer you traduce me in my Miltrics 2 Wi 
Burt I ro God ere my weeping Eyes. = 
Woud I befure him might my cauſes defend . To 
And argue :s a moriall with his friend : , Do 
Since I cre long that precip ce muſt tread, | Art 
Whence none returne, that l:ads unto the Dead, | Oh 
Chap. 17. My ſpirits are infeQed, and my Tombe In 
Yawnes to devour me; my laſt Dayes are come, | Wi 
Yet you with bitter ſcorne my pangs increaſe ; | His 
Nor, ah ! will ſuffer me to dic in prace. He 
What Advocate will rake your cauſe in hand; ' Fre 
And for you at the high Tribunall ſtan. ? Thi 
Since God your erring ſoules deprives of ſcnſe ; Wy 
Nor will exalc you in your own defence. His 
His Children ſhall their dayes in ſorrow end, [Jnr 
Whoſe tongue with flattery deludes his Friend, His 
_ I ro the vulgar am become a Jeſt : And 
Eſtecmed as aMinſtrell ara Feaſt. | The 
My fleepleſle eyes their ſplendor quench in teares : Ang 
My tortur'd body te a ſhadow weares, »na 
This, in the Righteous wonder ſhall excite 2 , jad 
The Innocent ſhall hare the Hypocrite. Ari 
He in the path preſcrib'd ſhall boldly goc? _ 
c 


And his untainted ſtrength ſhall Rronger grow. 
| TY Revoki/*\nd 
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A Paraphraſe upen Job. 27 


Revoke your —_— Ccnſures, nor de'piſe 
The wretched 2 you who ſecme, but are not wiſe. 
My flying houres arrive at thcir laſt date ; 
| My thoughts and fortunes buryed in my tate. 
' How {oone my ſhortned Day is chang'd to Night | 
| Aboxtive Dai knife veiles my ferting Light, 
” Ohcan your councell his deſpaire deferre, 
' Who now is houſ. d in his Sepulchre ? 
' 1, inthe ſhades of death my Bed have made, 
| Corfuption thou my Father art, I ſaid, 
' And thou O Worwe, my Mother ; by thy Birth 
| My Siſter, borne,and nouriſhed by Earih. 
| Where now are al! my hopes ? oh rever more 
Shall they revive ! nor Deati, her rapes reſtore ! 
| But to the graves infernall priſon muſt 
| Withme dilzend, and rot in throuds ef Duſt: 
To whom thus Bildad : when wilt thou forbeare Chaps re 
| To clamor, and afford a paticnt care ? 
: Do'ſt thou as beafts thy ancient friends daſpiſe ? 
| Are we lo vile and trivia'l in thine Eyes ? 
{ Oh miſerable Man, by thy owne rage 
| In pieces rorne, can tury griefe allivage > 
| Will God for thee the govern'd Earth tor ſake ? 
| His purpoſe change, and Rocks a ſun-jer ſhake ? 
{ He ſhall their Jight extinguiſh who decline 
| Frem Veriwes patis : their ſparkes ſhill ceaſe te ſhine, 
| The wick. d ſhall be compaſled abour 
With Darkneflz ; and his oyleleflce Lamp fly-our. 
| His waſted ſtrength unthevgh'«of miſchicfes ſhall 
 Intrap, and he by hisowne counſcis fall. 
His deſperate feete their Lord to ruine lead ; 
And on prepared Enpines raſhly tread, 
The Hunter ſhall intangle in his Toyle, 
And rav'nous theeves of all his fubſtance ſpoyle ; 
Snares ſpread with tempting, baits, for him ſha!l ſay, 
, jand dig concealed Pit-fals1n his way. 
Atnoſand horrors ſhall his Soule affrighr, 
Encount-r, and purſue his guilty flig\t. 
DeſtruQicn ſhall upon kis Reps aiten., 
voly}9nd famines rage iato his gurs deſeend j 
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Chap. 69. 


Sic [hall the >inew:+ ©: his Rrength devoure, 

And Death's Firſt borne ſhail crop him in his flower 
Cur off tis confidence; atid'ro the King 

Ot Teriors, his acculcd Conſcience, bring, 

Driven from the Houſe unjuſtly cal'd his owur ; 

By rapine gat « winch flaming {ulphure, throwne |} 
From Heaven, hall burne © his rove within the groing 
Shall wither, anti tH- axe his branches wound, 
He and his dying memcry {hail ro: ; % 
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His name cvea by the fret. m Ap: forgot 7 
From light into perpe vall Dackaeft: hurl'd; 4 
And ; as a Miſchief: ch5ft oi of the World. oF 
N:, Sonne, or Nephew 1:1] ſupply his pl. ce : , 
HJ .miclte the laſt -f {is accurt:d Race. = 
Poftericie, as thoſe then |:7irg fha!l N, 
With wonder tremble at [is fearetiill {all. lo. 
So tragicol1 and merit:d a taic '0 | 
Shall ſwallow thoſe. who God and Juftice hate, _ 
How long ſaid Job, will you with buter words Hide 
Thus woun my Soule ? yeur rongues more ſhirpe bl Oh 
Ten times kave you afperfionson me thrown 2 (LL oe 


Your ſclves, as Strangers, without bluſhing frown, lor 
If I have fi:n'd, my Sinnes with me remaine 2 Wer 
Aand I alone the punithwemt ſukaine. 


Ir is intumane cruzltc in you o 
Thus to inſult ; and his reproch purſuc om 
Whom Gods own= hind bath caft unte the ground: 'y - 
And in a Labyrinth 6i Sorrow weund, F 
Unheard are my Complaints ; my cries the wird |}, = 
Drives through the aire : my wrongs no Judgmenthy 7 
God, with befizging Troop. s, prevents my flight, * A n 
And folds my paths in ſhades more dai k then night. by F 
Hath ftripr me of my Glory ; my Renewusr Io. 
Eclips'd : and from my Temples corne my Crowne. | Oh 
On cv: ry fide d-ftroy'd ; trod under foot : 0 
1 a aplant, am puld up by the Roas. | Tr 
H's n1ignation like a furnace glowey l why 
Who, as a toe ar me his lightning throwes. My f 
A his al:m led Plagucs at once deyoure 2 Cn | 


Aid round about my tents incampe their Power, 


A Pararhraſe upon Job. 
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—— My Mothers Sonnes deſert me ; lett alone 
By my Familiars, by my Friends unknowns, 
7 y kindred faile me ; thele alone depend 
On fortunes ſmiles, the wretched finds no friend. 
'Thoſe of my Family their Maſter ſlight, 
'Grown deſpicable in wy hand=maia: fight, 
7T of my churliſch ſervants am unheored, 
My ſufferings, nor Intreatics, they "egard. 
[My Wite negleRs me, though detir'uto rake 


Z 
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'Some picic on me, for our Chil:irens ſake. 
By idle Boyes, an Idiots vilifid ; 
Who mce, and my Calami:ies decide. 
My Intimates farre trom.my fight remove ; 
Thoſe, whom 1 favor'd moſt , ungracetuil pi ove, 
My skia cleaves to my Bogcs ; of this renia'13@8 
No part entire, but what my ceath conraines, |» 
[Oh my hard-heaned tiends | i2ke ſome renioile 
'Of him, wkom God hath made a Living Coric, 
Will you wizh Ged in my :fH;Rions jovry. ? 
Wilt not fuffice that I in tormcnts pic ? 
r th | : 
_;} Oh that the words I ſpeake were r.giſtred 
| bs Ina booke, for cver to bee read ! 
* fOr thatthe tenor of my juſt complaint 
Were {cIpt with ſteele 6n Rocks of Adamant ! 
For my Redeemer lives : I knuw hee thall 
{D:ſcend to Earth, and wan to Judgement call. 
1, | Though wormes devoure mee, though I turne ro mold ; 
” $Yetin wy fleſh I hall his f:ce behold. 
{I frommy matble Monument ſh1:1 rife 
4 ſyn entire, ard ſce him with theſe Eyes ; 
{ Though ſterne diſeaſes now conſume my Reines, 
' And drinke the blood eur of my ſhrivel'd veins, 
* tT'were better Gd, why ſhould wee perſecure 
Our friend ; whoſe cauſe is ſolid at the Roots 2 
Oh feare the ſwerd, for puniſhments ſucceed 
Our Treſpaſies; ard crueity mwft bleed. 
Thus anſwer'd the incenft Nahamathire ; 
{ had b:en ſilent, but thy words excitc 
My firugling thoughts ro vindicate the wrong 
Caſt on our zcale by thy reproachfull eonguc, 
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A Paraphraſe upon Job. 


- This is a truih which with the world began ; 


Since carnth was firſt inhabited by man : 

Sinn's rriumph in ſwift miſery concludes ; 

And flattering joy the Hypocrire dcludes. 
Alihough his exccllence to Heaven aſpire 3 
Though radiaar Beames his ſhining Bowes attire , 
He, as his dung, tall periſh on the ground : 
Nor ſhall che impreſſion of his Steps be found ; 
Bur like a troubled Dreame ſhall take his flight ; 
And vaniſh as a Viſion of che Night. 

No moriall Eye ſhall ſee his face again : 

Nor ſumptuous roofecs their builder entertaine. 
It he have Chiliren, they thall ſerve the poore : 
And goods by rapinc got, enforc*, reſtore. 

The puniſhments of Luxury aud Luſt 

Shall care his Bones ; nor l:ave him in che Duſt. 


Though vice, like ſweet conſeRions, pleaſe his traſt, 


Although berweene his rongue and paliate plac'd ; 
Though he preſerve, and chew it withdel'ght 3 
Nor bridle his licentious appetite 2 

Yer ſhall it in his boyling Stomack turne 

To bitter poyſon ; and like wild fire burne. 

He ſhall caſt upthe wealth by him devour'd, 
Like vemir from his yawning Entrailes powr'd : 
The gall of Aſpes with thirſty lips ſuck 1n ; 
The Vipers dead]y teth ſhall pierce his skin ; 
Nor ever ſhall tnoſe happy Rivers know, 

Which with pure oyle and fragrant honcy flow, 
The Riches purcbas'd by his Care and ſwear, 
He ſhall reſigne 3 nor of his Labors car, 

But reſtitutionto the value make, 

Nor oy in his ex:orred treaſure take. 

Since hee the poore forſooke, the weake oppreft, 
The Manſion, by another built, poll: : 

His Belly never ſhall be fatisfi'd, 

Nor he with his adercd wealth ſupply'd. 

Of all his ſuſtenance ar once berctt, 

No Heire ſhall ftrive to inherit what is left, 
He, in the pride of his full Glory, ſha'l 

To Earth deſcend, and by the wicked fall. 
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A Pararhraſe upon Job. 


Abour to feed ; Jehova's flaming Ire 

Shall blaft his hopes, and mix his food with fire, 
While from the raging ſword he vainly flies, 

A Bow of Stcele ſhall fix his trembling thighes, 
Darts through his flowing gall ſhall foice ther way ; 
Eternall rerrofs ſhall his Soule Ciſmay. 

Thick darknef[2 ſhall infold ; a fire unblown 

Devyoure bis Race, by their misforruncs known, 


| Heaven ſhall revcale his cloſe impieries, 


a Yer Woe WET OUR ASST 


And Earth, by him defil'd, againſt him riſe. 
His Subſtince in that Day ot wrath ſhall waſte, 
Like ſoJaine Torrents from ſteepe Mountaines caſt, 
This is the Portion of the Hypocrite, 
Such horrors ſh +11 on the Blaſphemer I ghr. 

The Huzite figh'd, and ſaic ; my words attend Chap, 21* 
Aﬀeord this only comtorr to your triend. 
Suffer my tongue to ſp21ke my though $: and then 
Renew your ſcofF.s : doe I complaine to Mei ? 
Since God ſich dreadfull Armes againſt me beares : 
Oh why ſhould I ſupprefle my fighes and teares : 
My ſufferings with aſtoniſhment ſurvay : 
And on your filent lips your fingers lay. 
For ſhould my Enemy endure the like ; 


| The Story would my Soule with horror ſtrike. 
| Why live the wicked ? they by vices rhriv« ? 


Saile on ſmooth Seas. and atthear port arrive 2 
Confirme a long ſucceſſion ; and b: hold 
Their numerous oft-ſpring : in exc. fle grow old, 


* Their Huuſes on ſ{ cure foundations ſand: 


Nor are they humbled by che Almighries hand. 
Their Juſty Bulls ſerve nor their Kine in vaine ; 
Their Calves the Breeders rheir full cime retaine. 


| Abroad like flocks their little ones they ſend : 


Their Children dance, in a&ive Sports contend; 
Strike the m:lodious Harpe, ſhrill TembreB ring : 
And to the warbling Lute ſoft Dittie fing. 
Life is to them along- continued Feaſt :; 
And ſleepe is not more calme then Deaths arreſt. 
To God they ſay ; Enjoy thy Heaven alone : 
Be thou to us z a3 We to thee, unknowne, 
- D 4 For 


A Paraphraſe upox Job. 


For what is hc, that we ſhould him 058) ? 

Oc fruitle fle vowes befor his Altar pa) ? 

Yec their Felicitic from him procceds; 

Nur am I culpabl: of their miſticeds. 

When are their tapers queich: ? doe t' ey exPIrc. 
Struck by the Thunderer, wich Darts ot tis ? 
Huw oft are they like chattc by whirle-winds tot ? 
Or early Blcilomes birren by the Frok ? 

When are their Vices punith'c in their leede ? 
VVhen fer their owne off-nces doe they bleede ? 
How often tr ad de{trutions horrid Path ? 
And drinke the cr:gs ofthe Revengers wrath ? 
Care they for their deterred Families ; 


When Deaths all curing hand ſhall cloſe their eyes ? | 


Shall man his Maker tcach, who Gts on high, 

And ſwayes the worlds inferiour Monarohy ? 

Two Mcn at once brhold : the one potleft 

Of his defires, which p:ace and plenty bleft : 

From whoſe {wolne breaſt a ſtreame of milke diftills; 
Whoſe bones high feeding with hot marrow klIk : 
The other, miſcrable from his birth : | 
A burthen to himſclfe, and tn the Earth. 
Who never could his Hungers rage ſuffice. 

Thar in perfeQion; This in Sorrow dies. 

Yer Death, more equail, theſe extreames confermes , 
And covers their, corrupting tleth with wormes. | 
I know your Councells ; can your thoughrs dere, 
The forged Crimes your purpoſe to objeR. 
Where arc, ſay you, thoſe Palaces hit blas'd 
With burniſh't Gold, 0: carved Columnes rais'd ? 
Builr on the Rujnes of che poore; the ſoile 

By extortion purchas'd ; and adary'd with ſpoilc ? 
Be judg'd by :ravellers ; they will confute 

Whar falſcly you ſuggeſt, and ſtrike you mute. 
For theſe, and thoſe, who high in Vice cammand, | 
Againſt the Thundc rs rage ſecurely Rand , | 
And flouriſh in the Day of wrath, when all | 
Abour them by the ſtroake of Slaughrer fal'; | 
Who dare againſt the great in Miſchiete plead ? ; 
Or wrne his Injurics upon his h: ad ? | 


They , 
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They ſhall his Corps with tuncrall Pompe interre : 


And lodge him 1n a ſumptuous Sepulcher. 
The Flowers which in the cirkling valley grow, 


| Shall on his Monument their odors throw, 
' All that ſurvive ſhall follow him, and tread 


That commen path, b'innumerable led. 

Why vainely then pretend you my reliefe ? 

And with falſe comforts aggravate my griefe ? 
Can Man his Maker benefit (replide 


 ThnTHEMANITE ) as he by wiſdomes guide. 
| May his owne joyes advance ? can hee _— 

} From him receive, becauſe his heart's upright ? 

| Ayailes it him that thou from vice art clcare ? 

| Makes he thee guilty > or condemnes for feare ? 

| No Job, thy Sinnes theſe puniſhments beget : 

* Thy Sinncs which are as infinite as great. 

Thou of their garments oft haſt ftripr the poore 3 


Thy Brothers pledge refufing to reftore : 

No water would*ft unto the thirſty give ; 

Nor with thy bread the Hungry Soule relieve 2 

While mighty men, and thoſe who more pot{cft 

Then fery'd for Ryor, ſurfeir at thy feaſt. 

Sad widowes, by thee rifled, weepe in vaine : 

And ruin'd Orphants of thy Rapes couaplaine. 

For this uathought of ſnares begirt thee round 3 

And fodaine fcares thy troubled Soule confound : 

Darke clouds before thine Eyes their Vapors ſpread; 

And thronging Billowes roulc above thy head. 

Perhaps theſe fumes from thy difemper riſe : 

Sits not Jehoya on the arched Skies ? 

Behold the Stars, which underneath diſplay 

Their ſparkling fires ; how farce remov'd are they ? 

What can hce art ſo great a diſtance know ? 

Can hee from thence behold eur deeds below ? 

Thick interpoſing Miſts his cyc-fighrt bound : 

Who free from trouble treads tEtheriall Round. 

Haſt thou obſcry*d thoſe crooked paths, wherein 

They blindly wander who are ſlaves to Sin ? 

Snacchr from their bopes by an untimely end : 

Caſt downe like Torrents, never to aſcend, | 
Wis 


Chap. 2.2. 
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A Paraplraſe upon Job. 


Who ſaid to God; us to to our fortues leave : 
From thee what benefir doe wee receive ? 
Yet hee their Houſes with aboundance ſtor'd. 


With Showers of Gold ; the God their ſoules ador'd, 


Oh how my Soule their wicked Councell hates ! 
The Righteous ſhall behold their cragick fates, 
Joy at their early-Ruine ; chen deride 

Their flattered Glory, and now-hnmblcd Pride. 
Bur we, and ours, ſhall flouriſh in his Grace , 
When ſearching Flames devoure their curſed Race: 
Conſult with God, thy troubled minde compoſe 3 
So hee ſhall give a period to thy woes. 

Receive the Lawes his ſacred Lips impart, 

And ledge them in the cloſer of thy hearr. 

If thou returne, hee will thy fall crc ; 

Nor ſhall contagious Sinne thy Roofe infeR. 
Then ſhalc thou gather ſhining heaps of Gold, 
As pebles which the purling Screames intold ; 
Trod under foor like duſt. Thy God ſhall bee 
A filver Shield, a Tower of Gold to thee. 

For thou on him ſhalr thy afteRions place ; 

And humbly to his Throne exalt thy face. 

Thou at his Alter ſhalt devoutly pray : 

He ſhall conſent and thouthy vowes ſhalt pay. 
Hee ſhall thy wiſhes to fruition raiſe : 

And ſhed celcſtiall Beames upon thy Wayes. 


When Mea arc from their Noone of Glory throwne , | 


And under Sinne and Sorrwes burthen grone ; 
Then ſhalt thou ſay, Th'Almighty from the grave 
Hath me redeem'd ; He will the humble fave. 
Thoſe guilty Soules who languiſh in Diſpaire, 
God ſhall reſtore , and ſtrengrhen art thy Prayer. 


Chap. 23. ” Then Job: though my complaints obſerve no bounds; 


et Oh, how farre leflz bitter then my wounds ! 
Would his diviae Recefle ro me were knowne, 
That I at length might plead before his Throne. 
I would ſuch waighty arguments inforce, 
As ſhould convert his Fury to Remorſe. 
Then ſhould my longing Soule his anſwer heare, 
Would be objeR his power ? or daunt with feare ? 
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Oh no, his goodnefie rather would impart 
New vigor, and repaire my broken Heart, 
He would the Plea of Innocence admir, 
And me for ever by his Sentence quir, 

But is not to be found ; though I ſhould runns 
To thoſe diſclofing Portals of the Sunne, 
And walke his way, untill his horſes ſteepe 
Their fiery ferlocks in the Iberian Deepe ; 
Or ſhould I 10 the oppoſed Poles repaire , 
Where cquall cold congeales the fixed aire ; 
And yev his ſearching Eyes my paths bchold 


' When hice hath try'd me I ſhall thine like gold : 


For in his trat wy wary feet have ſtepr, 

His undeclincd wayes preciſely kepe : 

Nor ever, have revolted from his Lawes ; 

To mte more ſweet then food to hungry Jawes: 

But hee is ſtill the fame 3 (oh, whe can ſhun, 

Or change his fate ! ) what hee decrces is done. 

This truth behold in me ; his Miſtcries 

Are ſacred, and conceal'd from Mertall Eyes, 

I therefore tremble ar his dreadfull Gghr ; 

DiſtraRted thoughts my troubled Soule affcight. 

For oh, his rerror melts my heart co teares; 

Diflolves my braine, and harrowes mee with fearcs. 

Who neither would by Death prevent my woes , 

Nor cafe my Soule in theſe her bicter Throwes. 
Why are the puniſhments by God decreed 


To wicked men, and their rebellious Seed, Chap. 24. 


Since times to come are preſent in his Ggbr, 

Conceal'd from thoſe who in his Lawes delight ? 

Some ſlily markes remove from bordering Lands , 

Feed on the Floeks they purchafo with ſtravge hands : 

The Orphants only Aﬀe they drive away, 

And wake the Widdowes morgag'd Oxe their prey ; 

Who force the frighted peore to curne afide , 

Whom milder Rocks in their darke C avernes hide. 

Like Aﬀes in the Deſert, they their Toile 

With day renew, and riſe betimes for Spoile. 

The barren Wildernefle preſents them tooge. 

To feede themfelyes,and their adulterare broode. 
Their 
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A Paraphraſe upon _ 


Their Sicklers reape the Corne, another ſowes 3 

They drink the Blood which from ſtoln cluſters flowes, 
The poore, by them diſrobed, nakc d Lic: 

Veild with no other covering but the $kic. 

Expos'd to ſiiffning troſts, and drenching ſhowers, 
Which thickned Aire trom her black boulome powers : 
To Torrents which from cloudy Mountaines ſpring , 
And to the hanging CIffs tor ſheleer cling. 
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They from their mochers Breaſts poore Orphants rend, {| 


N>r withe'1t giges to the ne-dy Ind. 

For want of clothes they force them ſtarve with cold, 
From huugry Rcapers they their ſncaves withhold. 
Thole faint for thirſt who in their vintage toyic, 
And from the juicie Olive pretle pure ofle. 
Oppreficd Citics grone, the wounded cry 

To Heaven for Vengeance 2 yet in peace. they die. 
Others, that truth opp»le 3 d:ſpiſe the way 

Of her preſcriptions, and in Darkenefle ſtay - 
Sterne Murtherers, that riſc bctor: the light 

To kill the innocent, and reb ar night : 
Uncleane Adulterers, whoſe longing Eyes 

Waite for the rwy-light , enter in diſguiſe, 

And fay, who ſee's us ? Threeves who daily marke 
Thoſe Houſes which they plunder in the Darke : 
Theſe Strangers are to light , the morning Raycs 
By them are hates as thcir laft of Daycs - 

Fhe Apgonics of Death are on chem, when 

Fhey are but knowne, or ſpoken of by men : 

And yet they periſh by Jchova's Curſe ; ; 
Ani failc like roazing floods that have no Sourfe, 
Unlike the generous Vine, which cur, abounds 
Wich budding Jems, and proſpers in her wounds. 
As ſcorching heat the mountaine ſnow devoures; 
As thirſty Earth , drinks up che falling Showers - 
Even ſo the Graves inſatiable Jawes 

Thoſe Rebels ſwallow, who infringe his Lawes, 
The Wonbs that bare, their Burihens ſhall forget : 
And greedy wormes their fleſh with pleaſure ear. 
No tongue or Pen ſhall mention their Renowne , 


Bur le like :rees by ſodaine Sormes caſt downe. _ 
| c 
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The barren they more miſerable make : 
And from the Widow all her Comfort take. 
The mighty tall in heir ſeditious ſtrife s 
When once th:'y riſe, whe can fecure his life ? 
Though th: y be reſolute and confident : 
Ya are Jehovah's eyes upon them bent, 
Buc ob, how ſhore their glory ! cais'd co fall : 
Loſt in the zſhes of their fuanerall. 
For they as others dic - 'ike cares of Corne 
By ligh ning blaſted , or with f&ckles ſhorne. 

ho doub:s thefe contraries 2 who will diſpute 
Againft me , and my Inftences confure ? 

SHUETIAN BILDAD made this ſhort chap.zs. 
Dominion, and awetull w4-jeftic, (reply : 
To him belong, who crown's with facred Rayes. 
Th: Hoſt of Heaven in perfe& concord ſwayes, 
Who can his Armics num. er ? infinite, 
And tulli of Face ! on whome ſhines nor his light ? 
Can Morralls right-ous in his Eyes appearc ? 
Can they bee iporl fl: whom fraile women bcare ? 
To hum the radiant Sunne 1s hut obſcure ; 
The Moone {1 in Ecliple ; the S.arres impure, 
What then is Man , polluted in his Birth, 
An uncl-ane worme that crawles upon the Earte ? 

All congues, ſaid Job, ot thy perfeRions ſpeake ;.- Chap. 26 
Theu te thar renders vigor to the weake ; 
Thy ſtrength the feeble Arme with Nerves ſupplics ; 
Thou by % Cou:ſell makes the tooliſh wiſe : 
No ſecret from thy Knowledge is cenceal'd ; 
Czlcftial Oraclcs by thee reveal'd. 
To whom art thou fo prodigall of breath ? 
O; by what vertue do'ft thou raiſe from Death ? 
Gods Workes, Oh Bildad, wee admirc no lefll: - 
His prudence in their Government confefle, 
Dead things within the Deepe were form'd by him; 
And all thar in the curled Ocean fwim, 
The filent vaults of Death, unknowne co Light 3 
And Hell it ſelfe, lye naked to his fight. 
H-e f:fhion'd thoſe Harmonious Orbs, that roule 
In reſtlefle Gyres aboup the Artick Pole, | 

The 
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Chap. 27. 


The maſlic Earth, ſupported by his Care, 
On nothing hangs in ſoft and fluent Aire. 
Hee in thick Clouds the pendant water binds; 


Not thaw'd with heat , nor torne with ſtrugling winds; | 


Before his xadiant Throne like Curcaines ſpread ; 
Yet at his becke in ſhowrcs their ſubſtance thed, 
With conftant bounds the raging floods confines, 
Till Day his Throne to endlcfſe Night refignes. 
Heavens Columns,when his Storm. s and Thunder rake 
The troubled Aire, with ſodaine Horror ſhake. 
Lo, at his breath the ſwelling waves divide : 
His awfull Sceprter calmes rhe:r vanquith'c pride, 
Whoſe hand the adorned Fiimament eifplat'y, 
Thoſe Serpentine yet conſtant motions made. 
Theſe bur in part his power and wiſdome {hoy : 
For Oh how linle doe wee Mortals know ! 
Although his Fame reſound through all the world; 
Like Thunder from acriall vapours hurP4. 

They 6lenc't, Job procceds in his Defence 2: 
As the Lord Lives, who knowes my Innocence , 


Yet will nor Judg: - bur with my Soule depriv'4 | 


Of all her Joyes ; to Miſery long-liv'd : 
While theſe my vitaii Spitirs ſhall reccive 


The foode of Aire , and through my Noſtrills breath; | 


No falichood ſhall dcfile my Lips with Lies : 
Or with a vaile the face of Truth diſguiſe, 
Nor will I wound my cleare Integritic, 


ba Aa 


By yeilding to your wrongs, but rather die. 
Shall 1 my ſ:Ife betray, my Strength refuſe, 


Deſert my Juſtice, and ny truth accuſc ? | 


Firſt may 1 finke by Torments yet unknowne, : 


That thoſe which now I ſuffer may ſeeme none. 
Let ſuch as hate me in their Sinnes rejoyce, 
And ſurfeit with the pleaſant Baites of Vice 2 
What hope hath the prevailing Hypocrite, 
When God ſhall chaſe his Soule to cndlefle Night 3 
Will God relieve him in his Agonies ? 7 
Or from the Depth of Sorrow heare his Cries ? 
Wll hee in God delight, his aid implore * 
Inceflanzly, and his great Name adore ? 

; ns Oh 
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Oh be inftruRted by theſe Characters 


Of his impreſſion, which my Body beares ! 

I his more ſecrct Judgements will diſcloſe ; 

Wich you have ſecne, yer deſperately oppoſe. 

This is the Porition whick the wickcd hath , 

Hee ſhall inherit the Almigltics wrath : 

The lawlefl: Sword his Childrens blood ſhall ſhed, 
Increaſt for ſlaughter , borne to begge their bread. 
Death ſhall the Remnant in his Dungeon keepe 3 
No Widdow at his funerall (hall weepe. 

Although he gather Gold like heaps of Duſt, 

The fuell of his Luxury and Luſt ; | 

His Cabinets with change of Garments fraught 


By filke-wormes ſpun, and Phrygian Needles wrought; 


Yet for the Juſt reſerv'd , who ſhall divide 

His Treaſure and diveft him of his pride. 

Though hee his Rouſe of poliſh'c Marble build, 

With Jaſper floor'd, and carved Cedar f.1Þ'd ; 

Yet ſhall ir ruine*like the Moth's fraile cell , 

Or ſheds of Reedes, which ſummers hear repell. 

He ſhall Iye downe, negleAcd, as unknowne ; 

And when hee wakes, ſue nothing of his owne. 

Terrors, like ſwallowing Dclupes, thall fright : 

Swept from his B:d by Tempeſt in the Night ? 

Like ſcatter*4 Downe by howling Eurus blowne, 

By rapid Hurl winds from his Manfion throwne. 

God ſhall trans fix him with his winged Dart : 

Though hee avoyd him like the flying Hart 

Men ſhall purſue with merited diſgrace , 

Hiffe, clap their hands, and from his Country chaſe. 
There are rich Veines of Gold, and filver Mines , 

Whoſe Ore the fire in crucibles refines. 

Sodig'd up Iron is in the furnace blowne , 

And brafle extracted from the melting Srone. 

Men through the wounded Earth infoce their way, 

And ſhew the under ſhades anunknowne Day ; 

While from her bowels they her Treaſures teare, 

And to their avarice ſubjeR their feare. 

Therethey with ſubterranean Waters meer, 

And Currents never touch'c by hamanc fect : 


Theſe, 
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Theſe, by their buld endeavours are made ary , 
And from the Induftry of Mortalls flyc. F 
The Earth with yellow catcs her browes attires; 7 
Although her Jawcs exhale inboſom'd fires. 7 
Torne Rocks the ſparkling Diamond unfold , l / 
The bluſhing Ruby, and pure graines of Gold. | / 
Thoſe gloomy vaulcs no wandring foule dceſcrics : \ 
Nor are they pierced by the Yultures eyes. F: 
Swift Tygres, which in paihlefle Deſerts ſtray, T 
Nor ſolitary Lyons tread ihat way. p 
Their reſtleſlc Lawours cleave the living Stone | 7 
Cloud-toucking Mountaines by their Roots o'crthrom,} x 
Nw ſtreames through wandring Rocks their tra pur: 
While they the Magazines of Narure vicw : (ſuc; © 
Who ſwelling Fleods with narrow bounds incloſe, |} y 
And what in Datknefi: lurkt; to light: cxpoſe. V 
But where above the Earth, or under ground , A 
Can Wiſdome by the ſearch of man be found ? It 
H<r worth his eſtimation farre excel: : Tl 
Conceal'd from ſ:r:c:, nor with the living dwels, vi 
The Seas reply; ſhce lies not in our Deep: : V\ 
Nor in our feos h:r radiant trefles ſteeps. ix 
Nor ate her rare endowments to be ſold V\ 
Fer filver Hills, or Rivers pav'd with gold. Gi 
Nox: for the gli:tering fand by Ophir ſhowne 3 | Vv 
The blew-ey'd Saphir, or rich Onix ſtone : To 
For Rocks of Chriſtall from the Ocean brought : Th 
Nor Jewels by the rarcſt workeman wrought. L An 
Can blazing Carbuncles with her compare ? | Ar 
Or groves of Corrall hardned by the Aire + | as 
The Tophas ſent from ſcorched Mcroe ? Th 
Oc Pearles preſented by the Indian Sca ? | Ne 


Whence comes ſhee ? from what undiſcoycr'd Land? | All 
Or where doth her concealed palace Rand ? | 


Since O, invifible ro morcall Eye : * Ifr 
Or winged Travellers that trace the skie, | The 
Death and DeftruRion ſay; her fame alone '# Tho 
Hath reach'd our Eares ; but re our Eyes unknowne; | ang 
God oncly underſtands ker ſacred wayes : I py 
The Temple knowes where fhee her Light Giplayrs My 
; | 
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' VVhenGod benca.h his ſhicld my ſafety plac'd ! 
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For he at once the Orbe of Earth beholJds, 

And all that Heav*ns blew Canopie intolis 2 

To meaſure out the ſtrugling V Vinds by weight, 
That elſe the world would teare in their dcbate 2 


* And bridle the wild Floods, left they their beund 
' Apgaine ſhould paſle, and ail the Earth ſurround. 
' VVhen he. in Clouds the dropping waters hung, 


And tbrough their roaring jawes his Lightning flung, 
Then he beheld her face, her light diſplatd, 

Prepar'd her paths, and thus to Morals ſaid ; 

The feare of God is wiledome ; and to flie 

From Evill, is of vertucs the moſt high. 


Job paus'd ; forthwith theſe words his fgh's purſue : Chap. 29. 


Ohthat choſe happy Dayes would now renew ? 


VVhen hiscleare Jamp a ſacred Splendor caſt 


{ About my Browes ? by whoſe direinp light 


I trod ſecurely through the Shad:s of N:ghr ; 

That now I had in youth polleft, 

VVhen he my Man{ion with hs preſence bleſt! : 
VVhen thoſe who from my veines deriv*Jtheir blood, 
Like ſpringing Lawrels round about me ſtood ! 

VVhen Butter waſht my Steps, when Streames of oyte 
Guſht from the Rocks, and Plenty tree trom toyle ! 
VVhen through the gazing Strects I paſt in State 

To my Tribunall, in the Cities Gae ! 

The bluſhing Youth their vertuous awe diſcloſe, 

And from their Seats the reverend Elders roſe, 
Attentive Princes ſuch a ſilence kept, 

As if their Soules had in their Bodics flepr, 
Th'aſftoniſh*e Nobles ſtood like men that were 


| Depriy'd of all their Sences bur the care. 
'} Alleares that heard, my <quall Juftice prais'd : 
| Alleyerthar ſaw, their Lids with wonder rais'd.. 


I from the Oppreflors did rhe poore defend 3 
The Fatherleſfte, and ſuch as had no friend. 
Thoſe fav'd, whom wicked Pow'r ſought to deſtroy ; 
And made the widowes heart to ſpring with Joy. 
I put on Truth : ſheecloth'd me with renown: ; 
My Juſtice was to me a precious Crowne, 

. n, Eyes 
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Chap. 30- 


Eyes lent] co the blind, feere to the Jame, 

A Father to the comforclcile became. 

I ſearch't what from my knowledge was conceal'd, 
And cloud:d Truth by her own light reveal'd. 
Ofr with my Scepter brake the Lions Jawes, 

And ſnatcht the prey out of his armed panes. 
Then ſaid, my dayes thall as che ſand increale, 
And I, in my own neſt, ſhall dy in peace. 

My Roote was by ihe living watcr ſpread, 

And Night her dew upon may branches ſhed, 

My Glorics Creſcent to a Circle grew, 

And I my Bow wich doubled yigour drew. 

When I but ſpake, they hung upon my louks, 
And as an Oracle my counſcll rooxe. 

None ſpake but 1, each his own Judgement feares, 
My words, like xony drop't into their carcs 3 
Which readily with joy they entertaine, 

As yawning Earth devoures the Jattcy Raine. 


Although I ſmil'd, none wen!d my thoughts ſuſpeR, 


Nor on my mynh a frowning looke iefl. x 
Buttrod the path which I, their Chicte propos'd. 
I, King-like, fat 5 with armed troopes inclos'd, 
Gaye timely Comforts to the Soule that movri'd, 


Rais'd from the Duſt, and teares tro Laughter turn'd, | 
Oh biuer change / now Boyes my groanes deride, 


The wretched obje&t of their ſcorne and pride ? 
Whoſe Fathers I unworthy held to keepe, 

With Iefle contemned Dogs, my Flocks of ſheepe, 
How could their youth to my advantage turne ? 
Or elder age, with weakning vices worne > 
Who, pate with famine, to the Deſert fled, 

On rootsof Juniper and Mallowes fed ; 

Whom men from cheir ſociety exclude; 

Deteſted, and like theeves with cries purſu'd ; 
Conceal'd in hollow Rocks, in gloomy Caves, 
And Cliffs deep vaulted by the fretting waves ; 
Among the Buſhes they like Afﬀes braide, 

And inthe Brakes their Conventicles made. 

The Sonnes of Idiots, of ignoble Birth ; 
Centaminate, and vilzr;then the Earth, 


(" 
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| Yeanow am I obnoxious to their wrongs ; 


A by-word, and the SubjeRt of their ſongs, 

Who exerciſe their rongues in my diſgrace, 

Abhorre my parhs, and {pic upen my face. 

They, ever lince the imrag'd omniporent 

Difloly'd my Sinews, and my Bow un- bent ; 

Like head» ſtrong horſcs, twixt their teeth have tane 
The maſter'd Bridle, and comemn'(d the reyne. 
Lo, Boyecs againſt me riſc, and ſtrow my way 

Wich S:ares, then watch the crucll craps they iay ; 
Who now my paths perverr, their hate extend 

To muliiply his woes, thathath no friend. 

As Seas againſt the Shores ſtrong Rampiers ſtretch 
Their batiering waves, and force a dread:ull breach 
Wich cquall fury they upon me roule, 

Even to the deſolation of my ſoule. 

Beficging Terrors ſtorme like roare aloud, 

Purſue, and chaſe mee like an empty Cloud. 

O how my Soule is pour'd upon the ground ! 

Full grown-Afi&ion hach a Subje& found. 
Torments by Night my waſted marrow boyl. ; 

My Pulſcs labor with uncquall royle. 

My foares pollute my garments ; Plagues infeſt 
My poyſoned $kin, and like a Coat inveſt. 

Ol am Duſt and Athes ! Lord, rkou haſt 

Downe in tho duri the broaken-hearted caft, 

Thy eares the incenſe of my prayers rejeR, 

No tcares nor vowes can alter thy negle&. 

Ah ! haſt thou loſt thy mercy > Wilt thou 6ght 
Againſt a worme, and in his groanes delight 2? 
Thou ſerſt me on the winds, with every blaſt 
Toſttoo and fro, while I to nothing waſt, 

I ſee my Death approach: I co the womb 


-Of earth am calld, of all the generall Tomb. 


Thou neyer wilt the Dead to Life'reſtore, 


' Though here in ſorrow they thy grace implore. 


How oft have I, forthoſe that ſuffer'd. wept ; 
Aſtlifted for the poore, when others fl:pr ! 
Y.t when I look'c for Joy, for cheerefull lig*c 
Ticn griefe fell on, and ſhades morg black than nighr. 
E 2 My 
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| Nor would their crying grievanccs redrefle * 


My tortur'd bowels tound no hower of reſt, 

By troopes of ſodaine miſcries oppreſt. 

Unknown to Day, I mourn'd, my clamors tarc 
The Eares foft Labyrinth, and clcfr the Aire, 

The hifling Dragon, and the ſcreetching Owle, 
Became Companions to, my penfive Soule. 

My fleſh is cover'd with a vaile of jet, 

And all my bones conſume with burning hear. 

My Harp her mournfull Straines in ſorrow ſteep's, 
My Organ fighs ſad aires, as one that weepes. 

I with my Eyes a Cov'nant made, that they 
Should not my Soule, nor ſhee their lights berray 
To the deceit of fin ; why then ſhould I 
Behold a Virgin with a burning eye ? 

What Judgements are reſery'd, what Vengeance due 
To thoſe, who their imemperate Luſts purſue ? 
DeftruQion and crernall Ruin: thall 
From Heav'n, like Lightning on the wicked fall. 
Do nor his ſearching Eyes my wales hehold * 
Are not: my ſteps by him obſery'd and told ? 
If tempring fin could cver yer entice 
My feet to wander in the queſt of Vice ; 
Ler that great Arbiter of Wrong and Right : 
Weigh in his Scales, and caſt me if coo light. 
If I from vertues path have ſtepr amy, 
Or let my heart be govern'd by mine cyc 2 
If I, Oh Juſtice, have thy Rites profan'd ; 
If bribes or guillefle blood my hands have ſtain'y : 
Then let another reape what I have fowne, 
Nor let my Race be to the Living known. 
If ever woman could ts fin alure, 
If I have waighted at my Neighbours doors ; 
Let my Iafcivious wife with othcrs grin'd, 
Ard by her Iuſt repay my guilc in kind. 
This were a hainous crime, ſo foule a faQ, 
fis would duc vengeance from the Judge exa& ; 
A waſting hire, which violently burnes, 
And all ro povertie and ruine turnes. 
If I by Power my Servants ſhould opprefle, 


What 
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What ſhould I doe, or ſay, when God ſhall come 
To judge the world, that might divert his Doome ? 
Both made he in the wombe, of cquall worth : 
Though to uncquall Deſtiny brough forth, 

If rom the poere I did their hopes deraine ; 

Or made the widowes Eyes cxpeR in vaine 5 

1:I alone have art my Table fed ; 

Or from the fatherlcfle withheld my bread : 

Nor foſterd from my youth, their wants ſupplide 
To him a farher, and to her a guide ; 

It I have ſeen the naked ſtarve: for cold 3 

While Avarice my Charitie contreld ; 


| their clorch'd Loincs have not my bounty bleſt ; 


Warme with the fleeces whici,my Hocks'diveſt : 

If I my armes have rais'dto cruſh the weake ; 

The Judge prepar'd, the witnefle raughr to ſpcake : 
Be all their ligaments at once unbound ; 

And their disjoynted bones to powder grownd. 
Divine Revenge my Soule from finne deterr'd 

For I the anger of th' Almighty fear'd. 


| I never [dolized Gold embrac'd : 
\ Nor faid ; In thee w Confidence is plac'd, 


Nor on decitfull Riches fixt my heart ; 
Together ſcrap'd by no omitted Arr. 
If when I ſaw the carly Sune aſcend, 


| Orthe new Moone hcr filver hornes extend ; 


| Thowing kiſt my hand, thoſe Lights adoi'd 


As Dejties, and their relicte implor'd. 

The Sinnz had beene Hlagitious , and had cry'd 
To him for vengeance whom my Deed's defi'd, 
Have I with joy beheld my ruin'd foe 


' Havel exulted in kis overthrow ? 


Or ia the tempeſt of my paſſion burſt 
Into offences, and his Iflue curſt > 
Though my Domefticks ſaid 3 oh ler us tcare 


| His hated fleſh, nor after death forbeare. 


Who made the Srones their bed, or figh'd for food, 

If knowne? my houſe to ſtravgers open Rood. 

Suppoſe I were corrupr, and toule within : 

Yctto whar end ſhould 1 ciſguile my Sinne ? 
3 
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Neecde I fo much contempr or cenſure dread, 
As nor to ſpeake my thoughts, or hide my head > 
Where ſhall I mecte with an indifferent Earc ? 


Peruſe the Adverſarics evidence, 
Try, and determine, my ſuppos'd oftence ! 
I, en me ſhoulders their complaints would beare, 
And as a Diadem their Slanders weare. 
More like a Prince then a Delinquent, would 
Approach his preſence, and my life unfoll. 
Tf the uſurped Fiels sgainſt me cry, 
- Their ravitht Furrowes weepe : if ever I 
Have forced from them their unpaid for Graine ; 
Their Husbandmen, and ancient Owners ſlaine ; 
For wheat, let thiſtles from their clods aſcend 
For barley, cockle, Jobs compliints here end. 
Chap. 32. Nor would his Friends procecd in their replyes ; 
Since he appear'd ſo pure in his owne Eyes. 
When Elihu Barachels ſonne, who drew 
His Birth from Aram, nwch incenſcd grew : 
Nor only againſt Job, thar durft defend 
His Innocency, and with God comend: 
Bur with his three auſtere Companions z ſince 
A They would condemne before they could convince, 
When he perceiv'd the reſt no anſwer made, 
Burlike dumb Starues ſate ? the Buzite ſaid; 
Till now 1 curft not veniure to unfold 


Ohthar the Soveraigne ludge my Cauſe would hears, | 
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My labouring theughr, co you that are ſo old. 
For gray Experience is with wiſedome fraught | 
And ſacred knowledge by the aged taught. | 
Yer oh, how darke is mans preſuming ſence, 
Not lightned with czleſtiall Influence ! 


.The great in Honor are not alwayes wiſe ; 

Nor Judgementunder filver Trefles lies. | 

Since ſo ; atlength vouchſafe to heare a youth | 

And his opinion, inthe ſearch of Truth. | 
' Far I your words haveweigh'd your reafons heard; 

The Inſtances by each of you inferr'd ; 

Ard yet in all the heate of your diſpure, 

Not one could anſwer Job ; much lefle confure, 
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| Know therefore, leaſt too raſhly you conclude, 
It is not Man, but God that hath ſubdu'd, 
Apainſt me Job did not his ſpeech dire: 
Ns more will I your Argaments obje&R, 
You all were at his Confidence am«2z'd ; 
And ſilently upon each other gaz'd : 
When I your anſwers had expetcd long, 
Nor could difcerne the motion of a tongue 3 
I faid ; behold 1 now will a& my parr, 
| Andutcer the Conceprtions of my heart, 
My Soule is rapt with fury ; and my breſt 
{ Comaines a flime, that will not be ſuppreſt. 
{ My Bowcls boyle like wine that hath no vent 
Ready tobreake the ſwelling Con-inent. 
Words therefore muſt my roiling thoughts reliete; 
And to reſtrained Truth inJargement give. 
No perſonall ReſpeRs my thoughts ſhall move , 
Nor will I Man with flattcring ries frmnoth, 
Should I fo proſtirute my ſcrvi1: Breath, 
My Maker ſoone would cur me off by Death. 
And now, O Job, what I ſhill utter here, Shay pa 
As I my lips, fo open thou thine care. F338 
Iſacred knowlecge clearly will impart. 
Drawne from the fountaine of a fingle heatr. 
God made us both, with breath of Life inſpir'd, 
In ſhrouds of traile mortalitie actir'd : 
* Then fince we ſhall with equall Armes comtend, 
| Ariſe, and if thou canſt, thy cauſe detcnd, 
" Behol , according to thy with I ſtand . 
| In ſteed of God , though made of ſl:me and Sand, 
 Imill not with Rtetne Menaces affright : 
{ Nor ſhall myhand onthee like Thunder-light. 
For I with gciefe, O Job, have heard thee vaunt ; 
| Andbrcake into this paflionate Complaim : 
| My Heart is uncorrupt, my Innocence 
| Withour a Staine, my life free from offence : 
Yet he occafion ſecks ro overthrow, 
And trample on me as his mortall ſoe , 
Who, leaſt I ſhould eſcape, in fetters bindes 3 
Obſcrves my fteps, and makes the faults he findes. 
E 4 H.w 
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How raſh is thy bold charge ? God is complear 


—— 


In his own? Effence, much than man more great : 
And yer dar'ft thou contend ? his patience grieve ? 


Will He a reafon for his Aﬀions give ? 

Oit he to Mortal» ſpeaks : yet will nos they 
The Councell of his Oracles obey. 

Som:rimes by Dreames in filence of the Night ; 
Somecimaes by Viſtons he informes rheir fight : 
When {l-cpe his Poppy on their Temples theds ; 
Oc ihcy lyc muting on their reſtlefe beds, 

The caule of their :MM.Rions then rzveales, 
And on their Hearts his reprehention feales 2 
Thar he may man prevent, his pride repell , 
Save from the ſword and greedy jawes of Hull. 
For this, diſcaſi.d on his bed he groanes ; 

While unrclenting Torments gnaw his bones 2 
The {ighr of Foud his empric ftsmack fils 3 

And Daintes to his taſte are loihſome Pils : 

By waſting He&icks of his fl.th berefc, 

Bones late unſecn-, alone apparant left : 

His Soule fits mourning at the gates of Death ; 
While anguiſh ſtrives co ſuftucace his brea h, 
But if a Propher, or Interpreter, 

One of a thouſand, with the ficke conferre x 
Before his eyes, his ugly finnes detect , 

And to a bzner life hi> Steps dire 3 

Then Mercy thus will cry, Releaſe the Dound 
From Sinne and Hell : I have a Ranſome found, 
Then ſhall his bon:s the fleſh of Babes indue ; 
His youth and bzauty like the ſpring renew. 

He thall his God implore ; his glorious Face 
With joy behold, and flourith in his grace. 

For God will his In:egride regard , 

His vertue with a Bountcous hand rew:rd. 

His Eyes the ſecrets of all hearts ſurvay. 

When the contrire and bleeding Soule ſhall ſay, 
How have I Juſtice forc'd th poore undone /? 
Sin heaprt on Sinne ! ro wy onwe Ruine run ! 


Then God ſhall raiſe him trom the ſhad: s of Night ; 


Aud he ſbali live to ce thicheriall Ligli, 
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Thus ofi co man that Power which wounds and heales, 
The way to Joy by Miſery Reveales ; 

That hee may longer with the living dwell, 

Snatcht from ch*cxtended jawes of Death and Hell. 

\ O thou of men moſt wretched | heare me ſpeake 3 

' Norin thy frantick paſlion filence breake. 

* 1f thou thy ſelfe canſt cleare, at large reply , 

| For I thy life would gladly juftity. | 

| Tfnot, my words with wiſdome ſhall informe 

Thy erring Soule, and mitigate this Storme. 

| Then Elihu his ſpeech direRs to thoſe oth ' 
| Whoin a Ring th: Diſputanes incloſe. | FI 
| You that are wiſe, ſaid he, my DoQtrine heare 2 ; 
You who have knowing Soules , afford an Earc, 

For ſence is by that Organ underſtood ; 

| Even as the taſte diſtinguiſheth of Food. 

By Equitie ct us our Judgements guide ; 

And this long controverted Cauſe decide. 

Jod cries , I guiltleſſe fall, co God appeale : 

Yet will not hee that clouded truth reveale. 

' Shall l with lyes betray my Innocence ? 

| My wound is mortall : O, ter whart offence ! 

' Whoofthimfclte bur hee ſo vainely thinks ? 

| Who contumacy like cold water drinks ? 

Hee is in ſhackles by the wicked led , 

And walkes the way which his Afﬀociares tread. 

What bootes it man (ayes hc) to rake delight 

' InGed! and live as alwayes in his fight ! 

! O hcare me, you who high in knowledge fir - 

| Is it with God thar hee ſhould Sinne commir ? 

* No, cach according to his Merit ſhall 

| Reccive his hire ; to Juſtice ſtand, or fall, 

; Ocan compaſſion in DefſtruQion joy > 

| Orwill the righteous Judge the juft deſtroy 2? 

' Shall hee the world by mans direQion ſway 3 

| Whom Heaven and Powets Angelicall obcy ? 

In his diſpoſure in the Otbe of Earth , 

The Throne of Kings, and all of humane Birth, 

O, if hee ſhould the heart of man ſurvay , 

Reduce, and takerl * reath hee gave, away : 


All 
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All Living in a moment would expire, 

And ſwiftly to their former duſt retire. 

Then Job, if thou haſt reaſon , if a mind 

Not parciall ; ſet my words acceptance finde. 
Shall he who Juſtice hates, - rule by his luſt ? 
Or wil thou him condemane who is moſt juſt ? 


Shall Subje&s raxe their Kings ? their Princes blame! 


And with detraRions poys'nous breath defamie ? 
Much lefle upbraid his juſt Dominion, 

To whom both Lords and vaſlals are all one. 
Who Rich and Poore alike regards , fince rhey 
By him were form'd from the ſame lump of clay. 
Pale Death ſhall in an inftanr quench their light, 
Whole Nations raviſh, in the dead of Night, 
Sweepe from the Earth, the mighty in Command 
Shall from their Thrones be ſnatcht without a hand. 
Hee all bcholds with eyes that never cloſe ; 
Obſerves their Steps, and their Intentions knowes, 
No muffing Clouds, nor Shades Infcrnall, can 
From his inquiry hide offending Man. 

Nor ſhall the puniſhment, which guilc purſues, 
Excecde the Crime, left hee ſhould God accule, 
Hee ſhall for finnes unknowne the mighty breake, 
And co their empry thrones advance the weake ; 
The Mifteries of Night revcale to Day , 

And in rheir falls cheir ſecrer faults diſplay. 

Nor his exemplary revengc deferre , 

' Preſented on the World: great Theatre 3 


Blaſpheme his Juſtice, and deſpiſe his Lawes. 

So that the cries of cheir oppreſſions rend 

The ſuffering Aire, and to his cares aſcend. 
Who can diſturbe the peace which hee beſtowes ? 
Waar curhult waken their ſecure repoſe > 

What Nation, or what one of Mortall Race, 
Shall Gad behold, if hee withdraw his Face ? 
That hypocrites no more may tyrannize; 

Nr in their ſnares the credulous ſurpriz*. 

Say thou, I will nor with my God contend , 


Since they revole from God, with open jawes | 
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But bcare his Chaſtiſements , nor more offend, 
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My Ignorance informe, if I have lent 
An Earec co vice leaſt I my Sinnes augment, 
Will hee with thy Arbitrement comply ? 


Whither thou ſhoul'd conſent, or ſhould'ſ deny, 
| His cenſure is the ſame. Shall I tranſgrefle 

' Jn not reproving ? what thou know'ft profeſle. 

'' And you my Auditors, by God indu'd 


With ſacred wiſdome, will I hope conclude, 
That Job on Juſtice hath aſperſions flung , 
And ſpoken indiſcreetly with his rongue. 

O Father give his Miſeries no end, 

While hee ſhall his impietie defend. 

They to their Sinnes rebellion adde, who jeſt 
At their InftruQors, and with God conteſt. 

Theſe Arguments thus urg'd, the zealous youth 
Proceedes, and aid 2 Art rhou inform'd by truth, 
That dar'ſt preferre thine owne integritie ; 

As if more juſt then hee who fits on high 2 

And ſay; O 1 am Innecent in vaine ; 

Haye to no end preſcry'd my lite from Raine. 
Now give me lcave to anſwer thee, and thoſe , 
Who Geds all-guiding Providence oppoſe. 

O Job from Heaven to Earth ere& rhine eyes ; 
Behold the vaſt extenſion of the Skies ; 

The fayling Clouds by Exhalations fed ; | 
How farre are theſe advane'd above thy head ? 
Can thy accumulated vices reach 

Yet higher ? and his Happinefle impeach > 

What can thy Righteouſnefle ro him bequeath ? 
Can God a benctit from Man receive > 

Although thy Sinne a Mortall may deftroy, 

Thy Juftice ſuccour and confirme his Joy. 

Thoſe whome roc-powerfull Infolence opprefſe ; 
Weepe=out their cyes, and howle in their diſtrefſe 
None cry, where is my God ! who all our wrongs 


Will vindicate, and turne our fighs to Songs : 


Enobles with an IntelleQuall Soule ; 

More rationall then beaft, more wiſe then fowle, 
None ſhall the others ſufferings regard : 

The cares of Pittic by their vices barr'd, 
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Chap .36. 


For God will not relieve th'unpenitent , 
Nor to the prayer's of wicked Suules conſent ; 
Much lIcfle to his, who ſayes ; I never more 
Shall ſee his face, nor he my Joyes reſtore. - 
Ler no ſuch deſperate choughts thy ſoule infe& ; 
Bur calmely ſuffer, and his grace expe&. 
In both ro blame 3 Though chou his wrath incenſe ; 
Thy punithmenr is lefle then ihy offence. 
Judge you how indiſcreetly Job complaines, 
And by extolling his owne Juſtice ſtaines, 

A little longer ſuffer me, while I 
Praceede in this Divine Apology 3 
And from a farre remoy'd Originall 
His Judgements vindicate, who made us all. 
No Fucus, nor vaine ſupplement of Art; 
Shall falfific the Language of my Heart. 
He who is perfeR, and abhors untruth, 
With heavenly influence inſpires my youth. 
For the Omnipotent is only wiſe : 
Nor will the great in Power the weake deſpiſe. 
His Hands the poore from violence defend 3 


While Sin-defiled Soules to Hell deſcend 2 


Beholds the juft, with Eyes that ever wake , | 
With Princes ranck'c,whoſe thrones no Tempeſts ſhake. 
Or if their vices caſtthem to the ground, 

If in the ferters of afflition bound : 

Hee to their trembling Conſciences diſplayes 
Their former lives, and crrours of their wayes. 
Then opens wide the porches of their cares, 

And their long veiled eyes from dakenefle cleares 
That they themſelves may ſce,inſtruRions heare, 
Rerurne frem Sin, and their Creator feare. 

They ſhall cheir happy dayes in pleaſure ſpend ; 
And full of yeares in peace their progreſle end. 
Bur if they diſobey , the ſword ſhall ſhed 

Their guilty blood, and mixe them with the Dead. 
For the Deluder hattens his owne fall : 

Nor will in trouble on tf Almighty call , 
Who on the Bcds of finne ſupinely lye ; 
They in the Sumnmer of their age ſhall dye, 
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OE hee 
God will the penirent te Grace reſtore ; 

Taught by affliton to offend no more. 

$ from theſe fearfull ſtraights would thee have 1cd, 
Inlarg'd thy paſlage, and with marrow {cd : 

Burchou, through wicked Counſels, kaſt rebell'd, 

And therefore juſtly by his Judgements held. 

0 feare his wrath ! ſhould*ſt thou be ſwept away 3 

Not Mines of Treaſure could thy Ranſome pay. 

Cares he for wealth? Though Gold on Earth command; 
No Gold, or force, can free thee from his hand. 

Let not thy deſperate Soule defire thar Night, 

Which from the living takes the laſt of Light ; 

Nor by the guide of ſorrow blindly erre , 

And Death before duc Chaſtiſ:ments preferte. 

Lo! he his truth exales ; who ſo complear. 

bs hee in Power ! whoſe Knowledge 1s fo great ! 

Who can to him prefcribe a Path ? or ſay, 

Thy Jusgements from the trat of Juſtice ſtray ? 

0 rather praiſe the workes his hands have wrought ; 

By all beheld ; wich admiration fraught. 

His glory bur in part to man appeares : 

Who knowes him, or the number ot his yeares ? 

 Pfce the congealed vapors melts againc 3 

ke, ſExtenuatce into drops of Raine 5 

Which on the thirſtie Earth in ſhowers diftill ; 

And all that life poſſcffe with plenty fill. 

Who can the exicnſion of his Clouds ex plore ? 

Oc tell how they in their collifions roare ? 

 IGuile wich the flathes of their horrid light * 

Yet darken all below with their owne Night. 
adgement and bountie each from hence procecds , 
Vith theſe his Creatures puniſheth and feeds 3 

. I'Viththeſe the Beautie of the Day immures , 

nd all the Ornaments of Heaven obſcures ; 

Forthwith acriall Tumules wound the Eare ; 

Whoſe heat and cold the Clouds aſunder teare. 

| O how they cerrifie my panting heart ! Chap. 37+ 
erdy to breake my fivers, and depart. 

| ake , how his chunder from their entrailes breakes ! 
le yoyce of God when hee in fury ſpeake: ; 
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Which roles in globes of pitch below the Skies, 


To Earths extent his winged lightning. flies, 
Purſu'de by hideous fragors ; though beiore 

The flames deſcend, they in their breaches roare, 
His farre>reſounding voice reports his ire , 

His Indignation flowes in ſtreames of fire, 

O who can apprehend his excellence, 

Whoſe wonders paſle the reach of humane ſenſe ! 
Hee gives the Winters Snow her aeric birth, 
And bids her virgin flecces cloth the Earth. 

Now hee her face renew's with fruitfull ſhowers 2 
Now CataraQs upon herboſome powers ; 

Whoſe falling ſpours the Hands uf Labour tie. 
When Swaines fur ſhelcer to their houſes flye, 
Yer on their former royle reftie& their care ; 
Then ſalvage beaſts ro their darke dennes repaire. 
Loud Tempeſts from the Cloudie South breake forth, 
And eold out of the Cloud-repelling North. 

The fields with rigid froſt grow ſtifte and gray : 

The rivers ſolid, and forget their way. 

Sad clouds with frequent teares themſelves impaire, 
And thoſe that ſhone wich lightning, flecte to aire. 
Ar his obey'd decree returne againe, 

T'affi:& the Earth, or comfort it with raine. 

Thus Judgement and {weer Mercy, which depend. 
Upon his beck, ro men in Clouds deſcend. 

This heare, O Job, with filence fixed, ſtand : 
Review the wonders of his mighty Hand. 

Know'ſt thou how God colle&s the muſt'red Clouds? 
How in their darkneffe hee his lightning ſhrouds ? 
How by him ballanc'd in the weightlefle Aire ? 
Canſt thou the wiſedome of his workes declare ? 

Or know'ſt thou how thy Garments warmer grow, 
When droppiug Sontherne gales begin to blow ? 
Wer'e thou then preſent, when his hands diſplaid 
The firmament, of liquid Chryſtall made ? 

If fo , inftruR. what we ro God ſhould ſay ; 

Who in fo darke a night have loſt our way. 

What can wee urge thar is to him unknowne 2? 

Or who contcad and not bee overthrown ? 


orth, 


uds? 


WF Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Who on the Sunne can gaze with conſtant eyes, 
When purging winds foom vapors cleare the Skies. 
And Northerne gales his ſhining face unfold ? 

Much lefle the Majeſtic of God behold. 

0 how inſcrutable ! his equitie 


| Tyins with his Power, Will hee the Juſt deſtroy ? 


For this to bee ador'd 2 yer cannor find 
Among the Sonnes of men a prudent mind. 

Then from a Globe of curling Clouds, which brake 
[no a radiant flame, Jehova ſpake : 
What Mortall rhus through ignorance profanes 
My darkned counſells 2 of his God cemplaines ? 
Come, buckle on thy Armor : let us end 
This controverſe , fince thou wilt needs conter.d. 
Tell, if thou canſt ; where werrt thou when 1 made 
The food-full Earth, and her foundation laid ? 
Who thoſe exa&t dimenfions did defigne ? 
Who on her ſuperficies ſtretch'd his Line 2? 
0r fixt as Centre to the world 2 upon 


| VVhat Bafis built > who laid the Corner Srone ? 


VVhere wert thou when the Stars my prayſes ſung > 


| VVhen Heaven with ſhouts of joyfull Angels w-g > 


Or who ſhur vp the Seas with Dores z when they, 
Asfrom the rortur'd wombe, inforc'd their way 2? 
By me inveſted with a veile of Clouds : 

And ſmadied as new-botne, in ſable ſhrouds. 

For theſe a receptacle I defign'd : 

And with inviolable Barres confin'd. 

Theri faid : thus farre your Empire ſhall extend , 


| Nor (hall your prouder waves theſe bounds tranſcend. 


Haſt thou appointed where the Moone ſhould riſe , 
And with her purple light adorne the Skics 2? 


 Scor'd out the beunded Suns obliquer wayes , 


That he on all might ſpread his equall raycs ? 

And by the cleare extenſion of his Light, 

Chaſe from the Earth the impious Sonnes of N ght 2 
Whoſe beames the various formes of things diſplay , 
Like multitudes of Figures wrought in Gay - 


| By which the Beauric of the Earth appearcs ; 


The divers-colour'd Mantle which ſhe wearess 


Concecal'd 
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Conceal'd offendors by their luſtre found ; 
Arcached, and in Deachs-darke priſon bound. 
Say, haſt thou div'd into the Decp's below, 
And crod thoſe bortome ſands where fountaines floy ? 
Or boldly broken-up the Seales of Hcll, 
And ſcene the Shadowes which in Darkenefle dwell } 
Tell if thou canſt, how farre the Earth extends > 
Haſt thou diſcover'd her remoreſt ends ? 

Beheld the Chambers of rhe ſpringing Light > 
Or trave['d through the regions of the Night ? 
To their abodes canſt thou reveale the way , 
And their alternate rule ro men diſplay ? 

Wer't thou then borne ? haſt thou theſe ſecrets knowne 
Through length of time ? art thou fo aged growne ? 
Haſt thau ſurvay'd the Magazines of Snow ? 
Seene where the melting drops to haile-ſtones groy ? 
With theſe I puniſh ; cheſe the weapons are, 
By me prepar'd againſt the Day of warte. - 
Why breakes the Lightning from the croubled Skis, 
While Eaſterne winds in horrid Tempeſts riſe ? 
Who Deluges from Heaven in Torrents powres, 
Or pivcs a paflage to the roating Showres 3 

Thar they on Deſerts un=inhabired 

By Mortalls, may their fruittull moyſtures ſhed ? 
Hence vegetives receive their fragrant birth 
And cloth the naked Boſome of rhe Earth. 

What, hath the Raine a Father ? tell cae who 
Beger the ſhining drops of Morning Dew ? 
Whoſe wombe produc'd the glaſlie Ice ? who bred 
The hoary froſts thar fell on Winters head ? 
The waters then in Chciftall are conceal'd ; 

And the ſmooth viſage of the Sea congeal'd. 
Canſt thou the plcaſant influence reftraine, 

Of Pleiades, which bathes che Spring wich raine ? 
Or boiſterous Orions ch3ine unbinde, 

Who drawes along the bitter Eaſterne winde ? 

In Summer, ſcorching Mazarath diſplay ? 

Or teach Ar&urus, and his Sonnes, their way ? 
Canft thou the Motions of the Heavens dire& ? 
Or make their veriue cn the Earth refle& ? 
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' Or who the ſw . 
. To mollifie the ſtubborne clods with rainc ; . 


Willthe condenſed C loulds at thy command, +: 
- Deſcend iri Shoures/upon tlie thirſty Land ? 
Or in their roaring ftrife aſunder Part: 
And at chy. Foes their fearfull © ing dart ? 
With wiſdome who renownes the Nobler parts ? 
Who underſtanding gives to humane Hearts ? | 
' Whoſe wiſedomecleares the Saphirs of the skics ? 
elling Clouds in Bladders tics ? 


Aud ſcatterd Duſt incorporate againe, 
(Wilc chow for the old Lyon hune > or fill 
His kungry whelps ? and for the killer ky ? 


When chouch'd in dreadfull Dens z when cloſely they (4yp; ag 


Lurke:in the Covert to ſurpriſe their prey ? 
Who feeds the Ravens when their young=ones cry. 

'To God for feod and through the Deſerts flye > 
Know'ſt thou when Salvage goatcs doe tceme among 
The craggy rocks 2 when Hinds produce their young ? 
Can'ſt chou their enevreony keepe ? che time compute 
When their ſwolne Bellics thall inlarge their fruic ? 
Wihour a Midwife theſe their Throwes luſtaine , 

And bowing, bring their iflue forth with paine. 

They az full udders ſucko, grow ſtrong wuh corne ; 
Depzrt,and never to their Dams returne. 


' Who ſent forth the wild Aſle ro live ar large ? 


Whom neither Hakers binde nor Burihens charge ; 
Inhabiting the barren Wildermefle, 

And rocky Caves, remoy'd from mans accefſe. 

H: from the many- peopFd Ciry flies, _ 

Contemans their labors, and the Drivers cries ; 

The Mountaines are his walkes , who wandring feeds 
On flowly-ſpringing hearbes, and ranker weeds. 


WH the fierce Unicorne thy voyce obey, - 


Stand at the Crib and feed upon the hay ? 

Or to the ſervile yoake his freedeme yeild 3 - 
Plough-up the Glebe, and. and barrow the rough field? 
Wilzthou upon his ready ftrengh relye ? | 

Will hee ſuſtaine thee with his Induſtry ? 

Bring home eby HarveRt ?' to thy will ſubmit ? 


' Pur cf his fiercencfle , and receive the Bir ? 
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The Peacock, ner at thy command, aflumes 
His glories traine ; Nor Eſtridge her rare plumes, 
She dcops her Egges upon the naked Land , 
And wraps them in a bed of hatching Sand ; 
Expoſed to the wandring Traveller , 
And Feete of Beaſts , which thoſe wilde Deſetrs reare; 
Shee as a Step-morher berrayes her owne , 
Left without care, and preſcntly unknowne 5 
By God depriv'd of that Intelligence 
Waich Nature gives : of all moſt void of Senſe. 
Her feere the nimble Rider leave behinde ; 
And when' ſhee ſpreads her ſayles, out-ſtrip the winde, 
Haſt thou with ſtrength indu'd the generous Horſe ? 
His neck with Thunder arm'd , his breaſt with Force ? 
Him canſt thou as a Graſhopper aftright ? 
Who from his Noftrills throwes a dreadfull light ; 
Exults in his ewne courage , proudly bounds, 
Wich trampling hoofes the founding Centre wounds : 
Breakesthroug}:the orv*red Rancks with eyes that bury, 
Nor from the Battle-Axe, or {word will turn. 
The ratling Q ivzr, nor the glutering Speare 
Or AI SM Can Hon a on wah feare. 
Through rage and fiercenefle hee devoures the ground; 
Ner in his fury heares the Trumpet ſound. 
Fatrre off the Battaile ſmcls , lixe Thunder neighes : 
Loud ſhouts and dying grones his courage raiſe, 
Do's che wili Haggard towre into the Skie, 
And 'o the South by thy direRion flye ? 
Or Eagle in her gyres the Clouds imbrece, 
And on the higheſt cliffe her Accy plac ? 
Shee dwels among the Rocks , on every Gde 
With broken Mountaines ſtrongly fortifid : 
From thence whar ever can bee ſcene ſurvayes , 
. And ſtooping,on the ſlaughtred Quarry preys ; 
From wounds her Epglets ſuck the reaking- blood, 
And all-devaſting Warre provides her food. 
Since ſuch my power, wilt thou with mee contend 3 
Inſtrut thy Mafer'? and thy fault defend ? 
Now anfwer thou har dar'ſt thy God up- braid, 
Tien humbled Job, rransfixt with ſorrow faid , 

| | ' Can 


are, 


ide, 
fe 2 
ce 2 


dz 


' eA Paraphraje upnu Job. 


Can one fo vile to ſich a crutch reply ? 
Too long my gricfs hath rav'd 5 ne awore will I 
Purſue a tolly, and my Sinne extend, 
Bur curbe my ronguz, ſo ready to oft:nd 
Once more Jchova from that radiznt Throne Chap, 40; 
0; Clouds chus ſpake : O Job, thy armes pur on ; 
If thou haſt will or conrage left, prepare 
Tencounter me in ihis Giganiick warre, 
Wile thou my Judgements difanull > det:me ; 
My equall Kule, to clcare thy ſclte of blame ? 
I; thy weake Arme as ſtrong as God» 3 canſt tho 
In thunder fpeake ? rhe Sea with Tempcſts plow 2 
Come deck chy felfe with Beauties Excellence ; 
Wich Majeſty, and Sun like Rayes diſpenſe : 
The fury of thy wrath like Iighining fling - 
Oa bold offenders ; Pride to ruine bring, 
Thoſe with the ſurteics of cxcclfe deſtroy, 
Who in their uncon:iroul:d vices joy 2 
Hide them coge:her in the Caves of Night ; 
Tere bind them, nc ver to beho14 the Light : 
Then will I ſay that thou thy {clte can't fave 
From wafting Age, Deſtruction, and the Grave. 
With thee, I made the mighty Elephant ; 
Who Oxe»like feedes on every herve and plant, 
His mighty ſtrength iyes in his able Loynes; 
And where the fluxure of his Navell joynes. 
His ſtretcht-our tayle preſents a Mountaine Pine, 
The Sinewes of his Stones like Cords combine. 
His Bones the hammer'd Steele in ftrengrh ſurpaſſ: ; 
His fides are fortifi'd with Ribs of Brafl>. 
Of Gods great workes the chiefe ; lo hee who made 
This knowing Beaſt, hath arm'd him with a blade. 
Hee feed's on lofty Hils, nor lives by prey « 
About their gentle Prince his ſubjeCts play. | 
His limbs hee coucheth in the cooler ſhades 5 
Ofc, when Heavens burning Eye the fields invades , 
To Mariſhes reſorts ; o';ſcur'd with Reedes , 
And hoary Willowes, which the moyfture feeds, 
The chiding Currents at his entry riſe; 
Wi quveting Jordan fwallwy with his Eycs, 
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Chap.' 41. 


an 
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Can the bold Hanter take him in a Toyic » 

Oc by the Trunck produce him as his Spoyle ?_ 
Can'K thou with a weake Angle ſtrike the Whale } 

Caich with a hooke, or with a nooſe inthrall 2 | 

Drag by a flender Line unto the Shore ? 

Hu huge Jaw with a twig or Bulruſh bore ? 

Will he his pictifull complaints renew > 

For freedome with afflicted Language ſue ? 

Become thy willinng Vaſſall ? canſt thou Riil 

Subje&@ kim to rhe Service of thy Will ? 

And like a Sparrow, fetter'd in a String, 

The plaid with Monſter to the V:rgins bring ? 

Shall thy Campanions feaſt upon his ſpoile # 

Or wilc thou co the Merchant ſcll his Oyle 2? 


Can't thou wich Fiſgigs pierce hia1 to the quicke ? 


Or in his skall cy barbed Triden: fticke ? 
Then haſten to the charge. Yer Souldier feare : 
Thinke of rhe Bartaile, and in rime forbeare. 
Vaine arc their hopes who ſ{ecke by force or {light 
To vanquith him, who conquers with his 6ght. 
What Mortall darc with ſuch a foe contend ? 
Much leflc his hand againft his Maker bend ? 
Can gitts my grace ingaze 2 when all bclow 
The lofty Sunne is m:ne, what can I owe ? 
This wonder of the Deepe, his mightie force, 
And goodly form?, thall furniſh our diſcourſe. 
Who can deveſt him of his waves ? beſtride 
His monſtrous Back > and with a bridle ride ? 


. His Heads huge Dores unlock ? whoſlc jawes with great 


And dreadfull teeth intreble rankes arc ſer. 

Arm'd with refulgeat Shiclds. together joyn'd, 

And ſcal'd up to refift the ruffling wind ; 

The neather by the upper forrifi'd : 

No force their Combination can divide. 

His ſneezing ſer on fire the foaming Brine : 

tiis round eyes like theMorning Eye-lids ſhines 

In'ernall Lightning allies from his Throac : 

EjeRed Sparkes upon the Billowes floar. 

A cloud of Smoake from his wide Noftrils flyes ; 

As vapors from a boyling Furnace riſe. i 
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eA Paraphraſe upon Job. 


Her burning Coles exhalcs, and vomits flames : 
His ſtrength the Empire of the Ocearrclaimes, 
Loud Tempeſts, roaring floods , and whar aftriglir 
The crembling Sailer, rurne to his delight. 

The flakes of his rough ficth ſo firmely bound, 
As not to bee divorced by a wound, 

His Heart a ſolid Recke, to feare unknowne : 
And harder than the Grinders ncather S:onc. 
The ford his armed fides in vaine aflailes ; 

No Dart nor Lance ca:1 penetrate his Scales, 
Who Braſle as rotten woud, and Steele no more 
Regards then Reedes, that briſtle on the Shore. 
Dreads hee che twanging of the Archers Scring ? 
Or finging Stones from the Phenicien fling ? 
Darts hee eſtecmes as Straw, aſunder torne : 

Tke ſhaxeing of che Javelin laughes to ſcorne. 
Hee ragged Stones beneath his Belly ſpreads ; 
To his repeſc as ſoft as downye Beds. 

The Scas before him as'a Caldron boylc : 

And in.the fervour of a Motion foyle. 

ALight, ſtroke from the Hoods, dereQs his way ; 


| Who covers their af] piring heads with gray. 


Ofall whome ample Earihs round ſhoulders beate, 
None equall this : created without feare, 
What ever is exalted, hee difdaines 2 
And as a King among the Mighty raignes. 

O Father, I acknowledge (Job repli'a) 
Thy all effeRing Power. O who tan hide 
His thoughts from thee ! who can reverſe, or ſhun 
Thy juſt Decree ! whas thou would'ſt doe, is done, 
heard thee ſay ; Dare brutiſh Man profane 
My darkned Councells ? and of God complaine ? 
Great Judge, I in my Mirror ſee wy ſhawe : 
Thoſe lips that JuRib'd, my guilt proclaime. 
Our knowledge is but Ignorance, and wee 
The Songes of Folly , it compar'd with thee. 
Thy wayes, and ſacred MyRcries'tranic-nd 
Their apprehenſions, who in Deaih rant end. 
O to ray Prayers afford a gracious Eare | 
infiu thy S:rvanr, and bis Darkncll: clcare ! 
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eA Paraphraſe upon Job. 


T, of my Excell:nce, have ofc beene told; 

Bur now my raviſh't eyes thy face behold. 

Who.theretore in this weeping Palinod 

Abiorre my ſclfe, that have diſpleas'd my God : 

In duſt and Aſhes mourne. Nor will my feares 

F.rſake me, tell I cleanſe my Seutc with teares. 
When contritz Job had this ſubmiſſion made , 

The Lord to Eliphas of Theman ſaid , 

Againſt thee , and thy two Aflocares, 

My Avger burner, 2nd haſtens to your fates ; 

Since you, unlike my Servant Job, have err'd , 

And V.Qory before the Truth prefterr'd. 

Seven ſpotlefſe Rams, feven Bulls that never bare 

The yoake, ſcle& , with theſe to Job repaire : 

Their blecding limb: upon my Alter lay, 

His ready Charity for you ſhall pray, 

And reconcile my wraih : Elſe merited 

Revenge thould forthwith ſend you ro the Dead 

Who have my Rule and providence profain'd 3 

Nor, like my Servant Job the truth maintain'd. 

Then Bildad, Eliphas, and Zophar, came 

 Totheir old friend ; The feafted Alters flame. 

For whom thar injur'd Saint devout!y pray'd ; 

And with the Incenſe their atronement made. 

Even in that pious Duty, the moſt High 

Beheld his Patience with a render Eye ; 

From envious Satans tyranny releaſt , 

Dry'd-up his teares, and with abundance bleſt, 

His Brothers and his Siſters, all the traine 

That follow'd his Proſperitie, againe 

Preſent their viſits , at his table feed ; | 

Bemone, and Cofnfort. Joyes his priefe ſucceed. 

With Gold and Silver rhey increaſe his ſtore, 

And gave the precious Eaxerings which they wore. 

50 that Jchova bleſt his latter Dayes 

More then the firſt ; His Loſſe with Intercſt payes. 

His Droves of Aﬀes, Camels, heards of Near, 

And flocks of Sheepe, grow ſhortly twice as great. 

Bleſt with ſeven ſonnes, three Daughters, who for faire 

Might with the beauties of the Earth compare. 
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(I-41 Paraphraſe 1pon Job. 


| One call'd'Jemima, of the riſing Light ; 


a ſecond, for her ſweernefie, Caſſia hight ; 

The youngeſt Kerenhappa , of the powre 

$nd rayes of beauty, Rich in Natures Dowre , 
&s in their Fathers Love ; who gave them ſhares 


| Among his Sonnes , and joyn'd them with his heircs. 


ſob ſeven-ſcore yearcs his Miſeries ſurviy'd ; 

Hi Childrens Children ſaw , thoſe who deriv*d 
From them their birch , even to the fourth deſcent : 
And In Tranquilitic his old-Age ſpent. 

Then full of Dayes, and deathlefle Honour, gave 
His Soule to God , his Body to the Grave. 
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